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THE BARRIER 

CHAPTER I 

THB LAST FROHTIBB 

MANY men were in debt to the trader at Flambeaa, 
and many counted him as a friend. The latter 
never reasoned why, except that he had done them 
favors, and in the North that counts for much. Per- 
haps they built likewise upon the fact that he was ever 
the same to all, and that, in days of plenty or in times 
of famine, his store was open to every man, and alt 
received the same measure. Nor did he raise his prices 
when the boats were late. They recalled one bleak 
and blustery autumn when the steamer sank at the 
Lower Ramparts, taking with her all their winter's 
food, how he eked out his scanty stock, dealing to each 
and every one his portion, month by month. They 
remembered well the bitter winter that followed, when 
the spectre of famine haunted their cabins, and when 
for endless periods they cinched their belts, and cursed 
and went hungry to sleep, accepting, day by day, the 
rations doled out to them by the grim, gray man at 
the log store. Some of them had money-belts weight- 
ed low with gold washed from the bars at Forty Mite, 
and thare were others who tiad wandered in from tb* 
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Koyukuk with the first frosts, fcrat-sore and dr^^|ii^, 
the legs of their skin boots eaten to the ankle, and the 
taste of dog nteat still in their mouths. Broken and 
dispirited, these had fared as well through that des- 
perate winter as their brothers from up-river, and re- 
ceived pound for pound of musty flour, strip for strip 
of rusty bacon, lump for lump of precious sugar. 
Moreover, the price of no single thing had risen throi^h- 
out the famine. 

Some of them, to this day, owed bills at Old Man 
Gale's, of which they dared not think; but every fall 
and every spring they came again and told of their dis- 
appointment, and every time they fared back into the 
hills bearing another outfit, for which he rendered no 
account, not even when the debts grew year by year, 
not even to "No Creek" Lee, the most unlucky of them 
all, who said that a curse lay on him so that when a 
pay-streak heard him coming it got up and moved 
away and hid itself. 

.There were some who had purposely shirked a reckon- 
ing, in years past, but these were few, and their finish 
had been of a nature to discourage a similar practice 
on the part of others, and of a nature, moreover, to 
lead good men to care for the trader and for his methods. 
He mixed in no man's business, he took and paid his 
dues unfalteringly. He spoke In a level voice, and be 
smiled but rarefy. He gazed at a stranger once and 
weighed him carefully, thereafter his eyes sought the 
distances agEun, as if in searCn of some visitor whom 
he knew or hoped or feared would come. Therefore, 
men judged he had lived as stroi^ men live, and were 
glad to call him friend. 

This day he stood in the door of his post staring up 
the sun- lit river, absorbing the warmth of the Arcti« 
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afternoon. The Yukon swept down around the gretft 
bend beneath the high, cut banks and past the littlo 
town, disappearing behind the wooded point below, 
which masked the up -coming steamers till one heard 
the sighing labor of their stacks before he saw thehc 
smoke. It was a muddy, rushing giant, bearing a 
burden of sand and silt, so that one might hear it hiss 
and grind by stooping at its edge to listen; but the 
slanting sun this afternoon made it appear like a boil- 
ing flood of molten gold which issued silently out of 
a land of mystery and vanished into a valley of forget- 
fulness. At least so the trader fancied, and found him- 
ielf wishing that it might carry away on its bosom the 
heavy trouble which weighed him down, and bring in 
its place forgetfulness of all that had gone before. In- 
stead, however, it seemed to hurry with news of those 
strange doings "up-river," news that every down- 
coming steamboat verified. For years be had known 
that some day this thing would happen, that some day 
this isolation would be broken, that some day great 
hordes of men would overrun this unknown land, bring- 
ing with them that which he feared to meet, that which 
had made him what he was. And now that the time 
had come, he was unprepared. 

The sound of shouting caused him to turn his head. 
Down-stream, a thousand yards away, men were rais- 
ing a flag-staff made from the trunk of a slender fir, 
from which tht; bark had been stripped, heaving on 
their tackle as they sang in unison. They stood well 
.out upon the river's bank before a group of well-made 
houses, the peeled timbers of which shone yellow in the 
Bun. He noted the symmetrical arrangement of the 
buildings, noted the space about them that had been 
smoothed for a drill-ground, and from which the stumpa 
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bad heen removed; noted that the men wore suits (d 
blue; and noted, in particular, the figure of an officer 
conunanding them. 

The lines about the trader's mouth deepened, and 
his heavy brows contracted. 

"That means the lav," he murmured, half aloud, 
while in his voice was no trace of pleasure, nor of that 
interest which good men are wont to show at sight of 
the flag. "The last frontier is gone. The trail ends 
here!" 

He stood so, meditating sombrely, till the frttgment 
of a song hummed lightly by a girl fell pleasantly on 
his ears, whereupon the shadows vanished from his 
face, and he turned expectantly, the ei^s of his teeth 
showing beneath his mustache, the comers of his eyes 
wrinkling with pleasure. 

The sight was good to Mm, for the girl approaching 
down the trail was like some wood sprite, light-footed, 
slender, and dark, with twin braids of hair to her waist 
framing an oval face colored by the wind and sun. 
^e was very beautiful, and a great fever suited up 
through the old man's veins, till he gripped the boards 
at his side and bit sharply at the pipe between his 
teeth. 

"The salmon-berries are ripe," she announced, "and 
the hills back of the village are pink with them, I took 
Constantine's squaw with me, and we picked quarts 
and quarts. I ate them all!" 

Her laughter was like the tinkle of silver bells. Her 
head, thrown back as she laughed gayly, displayed a 
throat rounded and full and smooth, and tanned to the 
hue of her wind-beaten cheeks. Every move of her 
graceful body was imrestrained and flowing, with a 
hint of Indian freedom about it. Beaded and trimmed 
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like a native princess, her gannents manifested am 
omature that spoke of savagery, yet they were neatly 
cut and held to the pattern of the whites. 

"Constantine was drunk again last night, and I had 
to give him a talking to when we came back. Oh, but 
I laid him outl He's frightened to death of me whea 
I'm angry." 

She fiKTowed her brow in a scowl — the daintiest, 
most ridiculous pucker of a brow that ever man saw — 
and drew her red lips into an angry pout as she re- 
counted her temperance talk till the trader broke in, 
his voice very soft, Ms gray -blue eyes as tender as 
thofle of a woman: 

"It's good to have you home again, Necia. The old 
nm don't shine as bright when you're away, and when 
it rains it seems like the moss and the grass and the 
little trees was crying for you. I reckon everything 
weeps when you're gone, girl, everything except your 
old dad, and sometimes he feels like he'd have to bust 
out and join the rest of them." 

He seated himself upon the worn spruce-log steps, 
and the girl settled beside him and sui^led against his 
knee. 

*'I missed you dreadfully, daddy," she said. "It 
■eemed as if those days at the Mission would never 
end. Father Bamum and the others were very kind, 
and I studied hard, but there wasn't any fun in things 
without you." 

"I reckon you know as much as a priest, now, dont 
you?" 

"Oh. lots more," she said, gravely, "You see, I ana 



He nodded reflectively. "So you arel I keep fa>- 
getting that." 
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Their faces were set towards the west, where tha 
low sun bung over a ragged rat^e of bills topped with 
everlasting white. The great valley, dark with an un< 
trodden wilderness of birch and spruce and alder, lay 
on this side, sombre and changeless, like a great, dark- 
green mat too large for its resting-place, its edges turned 
up towards the line of unmelting snow. Beyond were 
other ranges thrust skyward in a magnificent confusion, 
while still to the farther side lay the purple valley of 
the Koyukuk, a valley that called insistently to rest- 
less men, welcoming them in the spring, and sending 
tbem back in the late summer tired and h^gard 
with the hunger of the North. Each year a tithe re- 
mained behind, the toll of the trackless places, but 
the rest went back again and again, and took new 
brothers with them. 

"Did you like the books I sent you with Poleon 
when he went down to the coast? I borrowed them 
from Shakespeare George." 

The girl laughed. "Of course I did — ^that is, all but 
one of them." 

"Which one?" 

"I think it was called The Age of Reason, or some- 
thing like that. I didn't get a good look at it, for 
Father Bamum shrieked when he saw it, then snatched 
it ;^ if it were afire. He carried it down to the river 
with the tongs." 

"H'ml Now that I think of it," said the old 
man, "Shakespeare grinned when he gave it to me. 
You see, Poleon ain't much better on the read than 
I am, so we never noticed what kind of a book it 
was." 

"When will Poleon get back, do you suppose?" 

"Host any day now, unless the Dawson dance4iall8 
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sre too much for him. It won't take him long to sell 
our skins if what I hear is true." 

"What is that?" 

"Ahout these Cheechakos. They say there are 
thousands of tenderfeet up there, and more coming 
in every day." 

"Ohl If I had only been here in time to go with 
himi" breathed the girl. "I never saw a city. It 
must be just like Seattle, or New York." 

Gale ^ook his head. "No. There's considerable 
difference. Some time I'll take you out to the States, 
and let you see the world — maybe." He uttered the 
last word in an undertone, as if in self-debate, but the 
girl was too excited to notice. 

"You will take mother, too, and the kiddies, won't 
you?" 

"Of course!" 

"Oh! I — I — " The attempt to express what this 
prospect meant to her was beyond her girlish rapture, 
but her parted lips and shining eyes told the story to 
Gale. "And Poleon must go, too. We can't go any- 
where without him." The old man smiled down upon 
her in reassurance. "I wonder what he'll say when 
he finds the soldiers have come. I wonder if he'll 
like it." 

Gale turned his ejres down-stream to the barracks, and 
noted that the long flag-staff had at last been erected. 
Even as he looked he saw a bundle moimting towards 
its tip, and then beheld the Stars and Stripes flutter 
out in the air, while the men below cheered noisily. 
It was some time before he answered, 

"Poleon Doret is like the rest of us men up here 
in the North. We have taken care of ourselves so 
tar, and I guess we're able to keep it up without 
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tbe help <rf a smooth -f seed Yankee kid for gaar> 
dian." 

"Lieutenant Burrell isn't a Yankee," said Necia. 
"He is a blue-grass man. He conies from Kentucky." 

Her father gnmted contemptuously. "I might have 
known it. Those rebels are a cultus, lazy lot. ,A r^u- 
lar male man with any ginger in him would shed his 
coat and go to work, instead of wearing his clothes but- 
toned up all day. It don't take much 'savvy' to run 
a handful of thirteen-dollar-a-month soldiers." Necia 
stirred a bit restlessly, and the trader continued: "It 
ain't man's work, it's — loafing. If he tries to boss us 
he'll get quite a surprise." 

"He won't try to boss you. He has been sent here 
to build a military post, and to protect the miners in 
their own self-government. He won't take any part 
in their affairs aa long as they are conducted peace- 
ably." 

Being at a loss for an answer to this unexpected de- 
fence, the old man gnmted again, with added contempt, 
while his daughter continued: 

"This rush to the upper coimtry has brought in all 
■orts of people, good, bad — and worse ; and the soldiers 
have been sent to prevent trouble, and to hold things 
steady till the law can be established. The Canadian 
Ifounted Police are sending all their worst characters 
down<river, and our soldiers have been scattered among 
tbe American camps for our protection. I think it's 
fine." 

"Where did you learn all this?" 

"Lieutenant Burrell told me," she replied; at which 

her father regarded her keenly. She could not tea 

the curious look in his eyes, nor did she turn when, a 

moment later, he resumed, in an altered tone: 

S 
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*'I reclron Poleoa will bring you aomething pretty 
from Dawson, eh?" 

"He has never failed to bring me presents, no mattsr 
where he came from. Dear old PoleonI" She smiled 
tenderly, "Do you remember that first day when ho 
drifted, singing, into sight around the bend up yonder? 
He bad paddled his birch-bark from the Cbandetar 
without a thing to eat ; hunger and hardship only made 
him the happier, and the closer he drew his belt the 
louder he sang." 

"He was bound for his 'New Country'!'* 

"Yes. He didn't know where it lay, but the fret 
for travel was on him, and so he drifted and sang, as 
he had drifted and sung from the foot of Lake Le 
Barge." 

"That was four years ago," mused Gale, "and he 
never found his 'New Country,' did he?" 

"No. We tied him down and choked it out of him," 
Necia laughed. " Dear, funny old Foleon — he loves me 
like a brother." 

The man opened his lips, then closed them, as if on 
second thought, and rose to his feet, for, coming tow- 
ards them up the trail from the barracks, he beheld a 
trim, blue-coated figure. He peered at the approach- 
ing officer a moment, set his jaw more firmly, and dis- 
appeared into the store. 

"Well, we have raised our flag-staff," said the Lien- 
tenant OS he took a seat below Necia. "It's like get* 
ting settled to keep house." 

"Are you lazy?" inquired the girt 

"I dare say I am," he admitted. "I've never had 
time to find out. Why?" 

"Are you going to boss our people aroimdF" she 
continued, bent on her own investigation. 
? 
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"No. Not as long as they behave. In fact, I 
hardly know what I am to do. Maybe you can tell 
me." His smile was peculiarly frank and winning. 
"You see, it's my first command, and my instructions, 
although comprehensive, are rather vague. I am sup- 
posed to see that mining rights are observed, to talre 
any criminals who kindly offer themselves up to be ar- 
rested, and to sort of handle things that are too tot^;h 
for the miners themselves." 

"Why, you are a policemanl" said Necia, at which 
he made a wry face. 

"The Department, in its wisdom, would have me, a 
tenderfoot, adjust those things that are too knotty 
for these men who have spent their lives along the 
frontier." 

"I don't believe you will be very popular with our 
people," Necia announced, meditatively. 

"No. I can see that already. I wasn't met mth 
any brass-bands, and I haven't received any engraved 
silver from the admiring citizens of Flambeau. That 
leaves nothii^ but the women to like me, and, as you 
are the only one in camp, you will have to like me very 
much to make up for its shortcomings." 

She approved of his unusual drawl; it gave him a 
kind of deliberation which every move of hiii long, 
Jithe body belied and every glance of his eyes con- 
tradicted. Moreover, she liked his youth, so clean 
and fresh and strange in this land where old men arc 
many and the yoimg ones old with hardship and grave 
with the silence of the hills. Her life had been spent 
entirely among men who were her seniors, and, al- 
though she had ruled them like a spoiled queen, she 
knew as little of their sex as they did of hers. XJn- 
Goosdoosly the stroi^ youn? Uf e within her bad clam- 
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ered for companionship, and it was this that had 
drawn her to Poleon Doret — ^who would ever rem^ 
a boy — and it was this that drew her to the young 
Kentuckian; this, and something else in him, that 
the others lacked. 

"Now that I think it over," he continued, "I'd 
rather have you Hke me than have the men do so." 

"Of course," she nodded. "They do anything I 
want them to — all but father, and — " 

"It isn't that," he interrupted, quickly. "It is be- 
cause you are the only woman of the place, because 
you are such a surprise. To think that in the heart 
of this desolation I should find a girl like — ^like you., 
like the girls I know at home." 

"Am I like other girls?" she inquired, eE^;erly. "I 
have often wondered." 

"You are, and you are not. You are surprisingly 
conventional for these surroundings, and yet uncon- 
ventionally surprising — ^for any place. Who are youf 
Where did you come from? How did you get here?" 

"I am just what you see. I came ixoia the States, 
and I was carried. That is all I can remember." 

*'Then you haven't lived here always ?" 

"Oh, dear, not We came here while I was very lit- 
tle, but of late I have been away at school." 

"Some seminary, eh?" 

At this she laughed aloud. "Hardly that, either. 
IVe been at the Mission. Father Bamum has been 
teaching me for five years. I came up-river a day 
ahead of you." 

She asked no questions of Mm in return, for she bad 
already learned all there was to know the day before 
from a grizzled corporal in whom was the hunger to 
talk. She had learned of a family of Burrella whoao 
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name was known throughout the South, and thai 
Ueade Burrell came from the Frankfort branch, the 
branch that had raised the soldiers. His father had 
fought with Lee, and an uncle was now in the service 
at Washington, On the mother's side the strain was 
equally militant, but the Meades had sought the sea. 
The old soldier had told her much more, of which she 
understood Httle; told her of the young man's sister, 
who had come all the way from Kentucky to see her 
brother off when he sailed from San Francisco; told 
her of the Lieutenant's many friends in Washington, 
and of his family name and honor. Meade Burrell 
was undoubtedly a fine young fellow in his corporal's 
eyes, and destined to reach great heights, as the other 
Burrells had before him. The old soldier, further- 
more, had looked at her keenly and added that the 
Burrells were known as "divils among the weemen," 
Restii^ thus on the steps of Old Man Gale's store, 
the two talked on till they were disturbed by the 
sound of shiill voices approaching, at which the man 
looked up. Coming down the trail from the town 
was a squaw and two children. At sight of Necia the 
little ones shouted gleefully and scampered forward, 
cUmbing over her like h^f-grown puppies. They were 
boy and girl, both brown as Siwashes, with eyes like 
jet beads and hair that was straight and coarse and 
black. At a glance Burrell knew them for "breeds," 
and evidently the darker hall was closer to the surface 
now, for they choked, gurgled, stuttered, and coughed 
in their Indian tongue, while Necia answered them like* 
wise. At a word from her they turned and saw him, 
then, abashed at the strange splendor of his uniform, fell 
silent, pressing close to her. The squaw, also, seemed 
to resent his presence, for, after a lowering glance^ 
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she drew the shawl closer about her head, and, leaving 
the trail, slunk out of sight around the comer of the 
store. 

Buirell looked up at his companion's clear-cut, deli- 
cate face, at the wind-tanned cheeks, gainst which her 
long braids lay like the blue-black locks of an Egyptian 
maid, then at her warta, dark eyes, in which was a hint 
of the golden light of the afternoon sun. He noted 
covertly the slender lines of her body and the dainty, 
firm, brown hands flung protectingly about the shoul- 
ders of her little Mends, who were peering at him owl- 
ishly from their shelter. 

The bitter revolt that had burned in him at the prM- 
pect of a long exile in this undiscovered spot died out 
suddenly. What a picture she made I How fresh and 
flower-like she looked, and yet the wisdom of herl He 
spoke impulsively: 

"I am glad you are here. Miss Neda. I was glad 
the moment I saw you, and I have been growing glad- 
der ever since, for I never imagined there would be 
anybody in this place but men and squaws — men who 
hate the law and squaws who slink about — like that." 
He nodded in the direction of the Indian woman's disap- 
pearance. "Either that, or, at best, a few 'breeds* 
like these little fellows." 

She looked at him quickly. 

"Weill What difference would that make?" 

"Ughl Squaws and half-breedsl" His tone con- 
veyeA in full his utter contempt. 

The tiny hands of the boy and girt slid into her own 
as she arose. A curiously startled look lay in her 
eyes, and an inquiring, plaintive wrinkle came be* 
tween her brows. 

"I don't believe you understand," she said. "Liett* 
»3 
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tenant Burrell, this is my sister, Molly Gale, and thii 
is my little brother John." Both round -eyed elfe 
made a ducking courtesy and blinked at the soldier, 
who gained his feet awkwardly, a flush rising into his 
cheeks. 

Prom the regions at the rear of the store came tha 
voice of an Indian woman calling: 

*'Necial Necia!" 

"Coming in a moment," the girl called back; then, 
turning to the youi^ ofBcer, she added, quieUjR 
"Mother needs me now, Good-byel" 
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THE trader's house sat back of the post, farther up 
on the hill. It was a large, sleepy house, sprawl- 
ing against the sunny side of the slope, as if it had 
sought the southern exposure for warmth, and had 
dozed oS one sultry afternoon and never waked up 
from its slumber. It was of great, square-hewn tim- 
bers, built in the Russian style, the under side of each 
log hollowed to fit snugly over its fellow undemeathi 
.upon which dried moss had previously been spread, 
till in effect the foot-thick walls were tongued and 
grooved and, through years of seasoning, become so 
tinder dry that no frosts or heats could penetrate 
them. Many architects had worked on it as it grew, 
room by room, through the years, and every man had 
kft behind the mark of his individuality, from Pretty 
Charlie the pilot, who swung an axe better than any 
Indian on the river, to Larsen the ship's carpenter, who 
worked with an adze and who starved the summer 
following on the Koyukuk. It had stretched a bit 
year by year, for the trader's family had been big in 
the early days when hunters and miners of both breeds 
came in to trade, to loaf, and to swap stories with him. 
Throt^h the winter days, when the caribou were in the 
North and the moose were scarce, whole families of 
natives came and camped there, for Alltma, his squa^ 
'5 
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drew to her own blood, and they felt it their du« 
to eat of the bounty of him who ruled them like an 
overlord; but when the first goose honked they slipped 
away until, by the time the salmon showed, the house 
was empty E^ain and silent, save for Alluna and the 
youngsters. In return these people broi^ht him many 
skins and much fresh meat, for which he paid no price, 
and, with the fall, his cache was filled with fish of 
which the bulk were dried king salmon as long as a 
grown man's leg and worth a dollar apiece to any 
traveller. 

There are men whose wits are quick as light, and 
whose muscles have been so tempered and hardened 
by years of exercise that they are like those of a wild 
animal. Of such was John Gale; but with all his in- 
telligence he was very slow at reading, hence he chose 
to spend his evenii^ with his pipe and his thoughts, 
rather than with a book, as lonesome men are sup- 
posed to do. He did with little sleep, and many nights 
he sat alone till Alluraa and Necia would be awakened 
by bis heavy step as he went to his bed. That he 
was a man who could really think, and that his thoughts 
were engrossing, no one doubted who saw him sitting 
enthralled at such a time, for he neither rocked, nor 
talked, nor moved a muscle hour after hour, and only 
his eyes were alive. To-night the spell was on him 
again, and he sat bullisd up in his chair, rockliira and 
immovable. 

From the open door of the next room he could hear 
Necia and the little ones. She had made them ready 
for bed, and was telling them the tale of the snow>> 
bird's spot. 

"So when all the other birds had failed," he heard 
her say, "the little snowbird asked for a chance to 
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try. He flew and flew, and just before he came to thA 
edge of the world where the two Old Women lived he 
pulled out all of his feathers. When he came to them 
he said: 

'"I am very cold. May I warm myself at your 
fire?' 

"They saw how little and naked he was, and how 
he shivered, so they did not throw sticks at him, but 
allowed him to creep close. He watched his chance, 
and when they were not looking he picked up a red- 
hot coal in his beak and flew back home with it as fast 
as ever he could — and that is how fire came to the 
Indian people. 

" Of course the coal was hot, and it burned his throat 
till a drop of blood came through, so ever since that 
day the snowbird has had a red spot on his throat." 

The two children spoke out in their mother's tongue, 
clamoring for the story of the Good Beaver who saved 
the hunter's life, and she began, this time in the lan- 
guage of the Yukon people, while Gale listened to the 
low music of her voice, mufSed and broken by the log 
partition. 

His squaw came in, her arrival unannounced ex- 
cept by the scuff of her moccasins, and seated hersell 
£^ainst the wall. She did not use a chair, of which 
there were several, but crouched upon a bear-sldn, 
her knees beneath her chin, her toes a trifle drawn to- 
gether. She sat thus for a long time, while Necis 
continued her stories and put the little ones to bed. 
Soon the girl came to say good-night. 

John Gale had never kissed his daughter, and, as it 

was not a custom of her mother's race, she never missed 

the caresses. On rare occasions the old man romped 

with the little ones and took them in his arms and acted 
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as other fathers act, but he bad never done these thingt 
with her. When she had gone be spoke without 
moving. 

"She'll never marry Poleon Doret," 

"Why?" inquired AUuna, 

"He ain't her kind." 

"Poleon is a good man." 

"None better. But she'll marry some — some white 

"Poleon is white," the squaw declared. 

"He is and he ain't. I mean she'll marry an ' out- 
ade ' man. He ain't good enough, and — well, he ain't 
her kind." Alluna's grunt of indignation was a suffi- 
cient answer to this, but he resumed, jerking his head 
in the direction of the barracks. "She's beentalkii^ 
a lot with this — this soldier." 

"Him good man, too, I guess," said the wife. 

"The hell he isl" cried the trader, fiercely. "Ho 
don't mean any good to her," 

"Him got a woman, eh?" s^d the other. 

"No, nol I reckon he's single all right, but yoa 
don't understand. He's different from us people. 
He's — he's — " Gale paused, at a loss for words to 
convey his meaning. "Well, he ain't the kind that 
would marry a half-breed," 

Atluna pondered this cryptic remark unsuccessfully, 
and was still seeking its solution when her lord con- 
tinued: 

"If she really got to loving him it would be bad for 
all of us," 

Evidently AUuna read some hidden meaning back 
of these words, for sUe spoke quickly, but in her own 
tongue now, as she was accustomed to do when ex- 
cited or alarmed. 
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"Tlien this thing must cease at once. The risk is 
too great. Better that you kill him before it is too 
late." 

"Hardly that," said the trader. 

"Think of the little ones and of me," the squaw 
insisted, and, encouraged by his silence, continued: 
"Why not? Soon the nights will grow dark. The 
river runs swiftly, and it never gives up its dead. I 
can do it if you dare not. No one would suspect 
me." 

Gale rose and laid his big band firmly on her shoul- 
der. 

"Don't talk like that. There has been too much 
blood let already. We'll allow things to run along a 
bit as they are. There's time enough to worry." 

He rose, but instead of going to his room he strode 
out of the house and walled northward up the trail, 
passing through the town and out of sight. Alluna 
sat huddled up in the doorway, her shawl drawn close 
about her head, and waited for him until the late sun — 
which at this time of year revolves in a great circle 
overhead — dipped down below the distant mountains 
for the midnight hour, then rolled slanting out agdn 
a few points farther north, to begin its long journey 
anew; but he did not return. At last she crept stiffly 
in-doors, like an old and weary woman, the look of 
fright still staring in her eyes. 

About nine o'clock the next rooming a faint and 
long-drawn cry came from the farthest limits of the 
little camp. An instant later it was echoed closer, and 
then a dc^ began to howl. Before its voice had died 
sway another took it up sadly, and within three breaths, 
from up and down the half -mile of scanty water-front, 
same the cry of **Steam-bo-o-a-t!" Cabin doon 
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opened and men came out, glanced up the stream and 
echoed the call, while from sleepy nooks and sun- 
warmed roofs wolf-dogs arose, yawning and stretching. 
Those who had slept late dressed as they hurried tow- 
ards the landing-place, joining in the plaint, till men 
and malamutes united in the shrill, slow cry. 

Down-stream came the faint-sighing whoof-wkoof of 
a steamer, and then out from behind the bend she 
burst, running on the swift spring current with the 
speed of a deer. She blew hoarsely before the tardy 
ones had reached the bank, and when abreast of the 
town her bell clanged, the patter of her great wheel 
ceased, she reversed her engines and swung gracefully 
till her bow was up against the current, then ploi^;hed 
back, inching in slowly until, with much shouting and 
the sotind of many gongs, she slid her nose qmetly 
into the bank beneath the trading-post and was made 
fast. Her cabin-deck was lined with passengers, most 
of whom were bound for the "outside," althoi^h still 
clad in macldnaw and overalls. They all gazed silent- 
ly at the himdred men of Flambeau, who stared back 
at them till the gang-plank was placed, when they came 
ashore to stretch their legs. One of them, however, 
made sufBcient noise to make up for the silence of 
the others. Before the steamer had grounded he ap- 
peared among the Siwash deck-hands, his head and 
shoulders towering above them, his white teeth gleam- 
ing from a face as dark as theirs, shouting to his 
friends ashore and pantomiming his delight to the two 
Gale children who had come with Alluna to welcome 
him. 

"Who's dose beeg, tall people w'at stan' longsids 
of you, Miz Gale ?" he called to her; then, shading his 
eyes elaborately, he cried, in a great voice: "Walll 
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wall I blieve dat's M'sieu Jean an' Mam'selle Mollee. 
Ba Gar! Dey get so beeg w'ile I'm gone I don' know 
dem no morel" 

The youthful Gales wriggled at this delicious flattery 
and dug their tiny moccasined toes into the sand. 
Molly courtesied nervously and continuously as she 
clung to her mother, and the hoy showed a gap where 
two front teeth had been and was now filled by a very 
pink toi^ue. 

"Wen you goin' stop grow, anyhow, you two, eh?" 
continued the Frenchman, and then, in a tone of sad- 
ness: "If I t'ink you ack lak' dis, ! don' buy all dese 
present. Dese t'ing ain' no good for ole folks. I 
guess I'll t'row dem away." He made as if to heave a 
bundle that he carried into the river, whereupon the 
children shrieked at him so shrilly that he laughed 
long and incontinently at the success of his sally. 

Lieutenant Burrell had come with the others, for 
the arrival of a steamboat called for the presence of 
every sotd in camp, and, spying Necia in the outskirts 
of the crowd, he took his place beside her. He felt con- 
strained, after what had happened on the previous 
evening, but she seemed to have forgotten the episode, 
and greeted him with her usual frankness. Even had 
she remembered it, there was nothing he could say in 
explanation or in apology. He had lain awake for 
hours thinking of her, and had fallen asleep with her 
still in his mind, for the revelation of her blood had 
come as a shock to him, the full force of which he 
could not appreciate until he had given himself time 
to think of it calmly. 

He had sprung from a race of Siave-holders, from 
a land where birth and breed are more than any other 
tiling, where a drop of impure blood effects an in' 
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eradicable stain; therefore the thought of this girl't 
^obte parent^:e was so repugnant to him that the 
more he pondered it the more pitiful it seemed, the 
more monstrous. Ljring awake and thinking of her 
In the stillness of his quarters, it had seemed a very 
unfortunate and a very terrible thing. During his 
morning duties the vision of her had been fresh be- 
fore him again, and his constant contemplation of 
the matter had wrought a change in his attitude 
towards the girl, of which he was tmcomfortably 
conscious and which he was glad to see she did not 
perceive. 

"There are some of the lucky men from El Dorado 
Creek," she inlormed him, pointing out certain ptraple 
on the deck. "They are goii^ out to the States to 
get something to eat. They say that nothing like 
those mines have ever been beard of in the world. I 
wish father had gone up last year when the news 
came." 

"Why didn't he?" asked the Lieutenant. "Surely 
be must have been among the first to learn of it." 

"Yes. ' Stick ' George sent him word a year ago last 
fall, when he made the first discovery, but for some 
reason father wouldn't go." 

The men were pouring off the boat now, and throt^h 
the crowd came the tall Frenchman, bearing in the 
hollow of each arm a child who clasped a bundle to 
its breast. His eyes grew brighter at sight of Necia, 
and he broke into a flood of patois; they fairly bom- 
barded each other with quick questions and fragmen- 
tary answers till she remembered her companion, who 
had fallen back a pace and was studying the new- 
comer, whereupon she turned. 

"Oh, I forgot my manners. Lieutenant Burrell, 
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this is Napoleon Doret — our Poleonl" ehe added, with 
proud emphasis." 

Doret checked his volubility and stared at the 
soldier, whom he appeared to see for the first time. 
The little brown people in his arms stared likewise, 
and it seemed to Burrell that a certain distrust was in 
each of the three pairs of eyes, only in those of the 
man there was no shyness. Instead, the Canadian 
looked him over gravely from head to heel, seeming 
to note each point of the unfamiliar attire; then he 
inquired, without removing his glance: 

•W'ere'bouts you live, eh?" 

"I live at the post yonder," said the Lieutenant. 

"Wat biznesse you work at?" 

"I am a soldier." 

"Wat for you come 'ere? Dere's nobody fightia'- 
roun' dis place." 

"The Lieutenant has been stationed here, foolish," 
said Necia. "Come up to the store quick and tell me 
what it's like at Dawson." With a farewell nod to 
Burrell, she went oS with Doret, whose speech was im- 
mediately released E^ain. 

In spite of the man's unfriendliness, Burrell watched 
him with admiration. There were no heels to hts 
tufted fur boots, and yet he stood a good six feet two, 
as straight as a pine sapling, and it needed no second 
glance to tell of what metal he was made. His spirit 
showed in his whole body, in the set of his head, and, 
above all, in his dark, warm face, which glowed with 
eagerness when he talked, and that was ever — ^when he 
was not singing. 

"I never see so many people since I lef Quebec," 
he was saying. "She's jus' lak' beeg city — mus' bo 
free, four t'ousan' people. Every day some more 
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dey come, an' all night dey dance an' sing an' diinll 
w'islcee. Ba gosh, dat's fine place!" 

"Are there lota of white women f " asked the girl. 

"Yes, two, t'ree hondred. AIos' of dem is work in 
dance-halls. Dere's one fine gal I see, name Marie 
Bourgette. I tell you "bout her by-an'-by." 

"Oh, Poleon, you're in love!" cried Necia. 

"No, siree!" he denied. "Dere's none of dem gal 
look half Eo purty lak' you." He would have said 
more, but spying the trader at the entrance of the store, 
be went to him, straightway laimching into the de- 
tails of their commercial enterprise, which, happily, had 
been most successful. Before they could finish, the 
crowd from the boat began to drift in, some of them 
buying drinks at the bar and others making purchases 
of tobacco and so forth, but for the main part merely 
idling about curiously. 

Among the merchandise of the Post there were for 
sale a scanty assortment of fire-axms, cheap shot-guns, 
and a Winchester or two, displayed in a rack behind 
the counter in a manner to attract the eye of such native 
hunters as might need them, and with the rest himg a 
pair of Colt's revolvers. One of the new arrivals, who 
had separated from the others at the front, now called 
to Gale: 

"Are those Colts for sale? Mine was stolen the 
other day." Evidently he was accustomed to Yukon 
prices, for he showed no surprise at the figure the 
trader named, but took the guns and tested each of 
them, whereupon the old man knew that here was no 
"Cheechako," as tenderfeet are known in the North, 
although the man's garb had deceived him at first 
glance. The stranger balanced the weapons, one in 
either hand, then he did the "double roll" neatly, 
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following which he executed a move that Gale had 
not witnessed for many years. He extended one erf 
the guns, butt foremost, as if surrendering it, the 
action being free and open, save for the fact that bis 
forefinger was crooked and thrust through the trigger- 
guard; then, with the slightest jerk of the wrist, the 
gun spun about, the handle jumped into his palm, and 
instantly there was a click as his thumb flipped the 
hammer. It was the old "road-agent spin," which 
Gale as a boy had practised hours at a time; but that 
this man was in earnest he showed by glancing up- 
ward sharply when the trader laughed. 

"This one hangs all right," he said; "give me a 
box of cartridges." 

He emptied his gold-sack in payment for the gun 
and ammunition, then remarked: 

"That pretty nearly cleans me. If I had the price 
I'd take them both." 

Gale wondered what need induced this fellow to 
tq>end his last few dollars on a fire-arm, but he said 
nothing until the man had loosened the bottom but- 
tons of his vest and slipped the weapon inside the 
band of his trousers, concealing its handle beneath the 
edge of his waistcoat. Then he inquired: 

"Bound for the outside?" 

"No. I'm locating here." 

The trader darted a quick glance at him. He did 
not like this man. 

"There ain't much doing m this camp; it's a pretty 
poor place," he said, guardedly. 

"Ill put in with you, from its looks," ^reed the 
other. "It's got too many soldiers to be worth a 
damn." He snarled this bitterly, with a peculiar leer- 
ing lift of his Up, as if his words tasted badly. 
tf 



jbyGoogIc 



THE BASRIER 

"Most of the boys are going up-river," said Gale. 

"Well, those hills look as if they had gold in them,* 
said the stranger, pointing vaguely. "I'm going to 
prospect." 

Gale knew instinctively that the fellow was lying, 
for his hands were not those of a miner; but there 
was nothing to be said. His judgment was verified, 
however, when Poleon drew him aside later and said: 

"You know dat feller?" 

"No." 

"He's bad man." 

"How do you know?" 

"She's leave Dawson damn queeck. Dose Mounted 
Police t'row 'im on de boat jus' before we lef." Then 
he told a story that he had heard. The man, it seemed, 
had left Skagway between two suns, upon the disrup- 
tion of Soapy Smith's band of desperadoes, and had 
made for the interior, but had been intercepted at 
the Pass by two numbers of the Citizens' Committee 
who came upon him suddenly. Pretending to yield, 
he bad executed some unexpected coup as he delivered 
his gun, for both men fell, ^ot through the body. No 
one knew just what it was he did, nor cared to question 
him overmuch. The next heard of him was at Lake 
Bennett, over the line, where the Mounted Police recog- 
nized him and sent him on. They marked him well, 
however, and passed him on from post to post as they 
had driven others whose records were known; but he 
had lost himself in the confusion at Dawson for a few 
weeks, until the scarlet-coated riders searched him 
out, disarmed him, and forced him sullenly alxx^rd 
this steamer. The ofiscotuii^ of the Canadian fron- 
tier were drifting back into their native country to 
settle. 

a6 
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Old Man Gale cared little for this, for he had spent 
his life among such men, but as he watched the fellow 
a scheme outlined itself in his head. Evidently the 
man dared not go farther down the river, for there was 
nothing save Indian camps and a Mission or two this 
side of St. Michael's, and at that point there was a court 
and many soldiers, where one was liable to meet the 
penalty of past misdeeds, hence he was probably re- 
solved to stop here, and, judging by his record, he was 
a man of settled convictions. Continued persecution 
is wont to stir certfun natures to such reckless des- 
peration that interference is dangerous, and Gale, re- 
calling his sullen look and ill-concealed contempt for 
the soldiers, put the stranger down as a man of this 
type. Furthermore, he had been impressed by the 
fellow's remarkable dexterity of wrist. 

The trader stepped to the door, and, seeing Burrell 
on the deck of the steamer, went down towards him. 
It was a long chance, but the stakes were big and worth 
the risk. He had thought much during the night previ- 
ous — in fact, for many hours — and the morning had 
found him still undecided, wherefore he took this course. 

"Necia tells me that you aim to keep law and order 
here," he began, abruptly, having drawn the youi^ 
man aside. 

"Those are my instructions," said Burrell, "but 
they are so vague — " 

"Weill This camp is bigger than it was an hour 
E^, and it 'ain't improved any in the growth. Yonder 
goes the new citizen." He pointed to the stranger, 
who bad returned to the steamer for his b^:gage and 
was descending the gang-plank beneath them, a valise 
in each hand. "He's a thief and a murderer, and ve 
don't want him here. Now, it's up to you." 
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f*l don't understand." said the lieutenant, where* 
upon the trader told him Doret's tale. "You and 
your men were sent here to keep things peaceable," he 
concluded, 'and I reckon when a man is too tough 
for the Canuck police he is tough enot^h for you to 
tackle. There ain't a lock and key in the camp, and 
we ain't had a killing or a stealing in ten years. We'd 
like to keep it that way." 

"Well — ^you see — I know nothing of that shooting 
affray, so I doubt if my authority would permit me to 
interfere," the soldier mused, haJf to himself. 

"I allowed you were to use your own judgment," , 
said the elder man. 

"So I am, I suppose. There is one chance, Mr. 
Gale. If you'll back me up I'll send him on down 
to St. Michael's. That is the most I can do." 

The Lieutenant outlined his plan, and as he went on 
the trader nodded approvaL 

The young man gaized back at him so squarely, his 
eyes were so pleasant and friendly, his whole person 
breathed such straight-up honesty and freshness, that 
shame arose in the old man, and he had hard ahift to 
keep his glance from wavering. Without forethought 
he answered, impul^vely: 

"He's desperate and he's dan^rous. I sold him a 
* 45 ' just now." He was about to tell him where the 
man wore it, and to add a word concerning his dex* 
teiity with the gun, when the very fearless delibera- 
tion of the youth deterred him. On second thought, 
Gate yielded to an impulse to wait and see how Meade 
Biurdl would act under fire. If the soldier emerged 
scathleas, it would give him a line on his character; 
if he did not — well, that would be even better. The 
«^t of his blue and brass awoke in the elder maa 
s8 
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dread and cowardice, emotions he had never experi- 
enced before. Anyhow, he owed it to himself, to Nedo. 
and to the others to find out what kind of man this 



The crowd was coming back to the steamer, whidi 
had discharged her few bundles of freight, and there 
was no one inside the log post as they entered except 
Doret and the stranger, who had deposited his bag- 
gie at the rear and was talking with the Frenchman 
at the bar. At sight of the Lieutenant he became 
nlent, and turned carelessly, although with a distrust- 
ful stare. Burrell wasted no time. 

"Are you going to locate here?" he began. 

"Yes." 

"1 notice you go skeleton-ri^ed," the soldier con- 
tinued, indicating the man's b^;g^;e. "Pretty small 
outfit for a miner, isn't it?" 

"It's plenty toe me." 

"Have youenoughmoneyto buy your season's grub ?" 

"I guess that's my business." 

"Pardon me, it is my business also," 

"Whatisthis — ahold-up?" The man laughed harsh- 
ly, at the same time swinging around till he faced his 
questioner. Gale noted that his right hand now htmg 
directiy over the spot where his suspenders buttoned 
on the right side. The trader moved aside and took 
up a position at some distance. 

" My orders are to see that all new-comers either have 
an outfit or are able to buy one," said BurrelL "Those 
that are not equipped properly are to be sent down- 
river to St. Uichael's, where there is plenty of every- 
thing and where they will be taken care of by tho 
govemmenL Mr. G^e has only sufficient ptoviuoot 
to winter the taan already in this district." 
ag 
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•*I can take care of myself," said the man, angrily, 
^whether I'm broke or not, and I don't want any of 
your interference." He shot a quick glance at Poleon 
Doret, but the Frenchman's face was like wood, and 
his hand still held the neck of the whiskey bottle 
be had set out for the stranger before the others en- 
tered. Gale leaned against the opposite counter, his 
countenance inert but for the eyes, which were fixed 
upon the Lieutenant. 

"Come," smd the ofiBcer, peremptorily, "I have 
heard all about you, and you are not the kind of citizen 
we want here, but if you have enough money for an 
outfit I can't send you away. If you haven't — " 

"I'nibroke,"saidthenian,but at the note in his voice 
Poleon Doret's muscles tightened, and Burrell, who also 
read a sinister message in the tone, slid his heavy ser- 
vice revolver from its holster beneath his coat. 

He had never done this thing before, and it galled 
him. He had never drawn a weapon on a man, and 
this playing at policeman became suddenly most re> 
pugnant, stirring in him the uncomfortable feeling 
that he was doing a mean thing, and not only a mean 
thing, but one of which he ought to be heartily ashamed. 
He felt decidedly amateurish, especially when he saw 
that the man apparently intended no resistance and 
made no mo^'e. However, he was in for it now, and 
must end as he had begun. 

"Give me your gun," he said;" I'll imload it and^ve 
it back to you at the gang-plank." 

"All right, you've got the upper hand," said the 
man through lips that had gone white. Drawing hit 
weapon from beneath his vest, he presented it to 
the officer, butt foremost, hammer underneath. The 
cjiiader reposed naturally in the palm of his hand. 
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and the tip of tus forefinger ■was thrust through the 
tri^:er-guard. 

Burrell lowered the barrel of his revolver and put 
out his left hand for the other's weapon. Suddenly 
the man's wrist jerked, the soldier saw a blue flicker 
of sunlight on the steel as it whirled, saw the arm of 
Poleon Doret fling itself across the bar with the speed 
of a striking serpent, heard a smash of breaking glass, 
felt the shock of a concussion, and the spatter of some 
liquid in his face. Then he saw the man's revolver 
on the floor half-way aaoss the room, saw fragments 
of glass with it, and saw the fellow step backward, 
matching at the Angers of his right hand. A smell 
of powder^smoke and rank wliiskey was in the air. 

"There are times when a man's hand will act more 
swiftly than his tongue. Napoleon Doret had seen 
the manner of the stranger's surrender of his gun, and, 
realizing too late what it meant, had acted. At the 
very instant of the fellow's treachery, Doret struck 
with his bottle just in time to knock the weapon from 
his hand, but not in time to prevent its discharge. The 
bullet was lotted in the wall a foot from where Gale 
stood. As the stranger staggered back, the French- 
man vaulted the bar, but, though swift as a cat, the 
soldier, who had also leaped, was before him. Aiming 
a sweeping downward blow with his Colt, Burrell 
clipped the Skagway man just above the ear, and he 
reeled; then as he fell the ofEcer struck wickedly 
again at his opponent's skull, but Doret seized him by 
the arm. 

"Ba Gar, don't kill 'im twicel" 

Burrell wrenched his arm free and turned on Doret 

a face that remaned long in the Frenchman's memory, 

a face suffused with fury and convulsed like that of a 
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sprinter at the finish of a race. The two men stared aft 
each other over the fallen figure for a brief moment, 
until the soldier gained mastery of himself and sheathed 
his weapon, when Poleon smiled. 

"I spoil' a quart of good w'iskee on you. Dat'g 
wort' five dollar." 

The Lieutenant wiped the liquor from bis face. 

"Quick work, Doret," he said. "I owe you one." 

Gale's face was hidden as he bent over the prostrate 
man, fingering a long and ragged cut which laid the 
fellow's scalp open from back of tlw ear to the temple, 
Init he mumbled soroethit^ unintelligible. 

"Is he hurt badly?" 

*'No, you chipped him too low," said the trader. "I 
told you he was bad." 

"He's goin' have nice birt'-mark, anyhow," said 
Doret, going back of the bar for some water. They 
jevived the man, then bound up his injury hastily, and 
as the steamer cast off they led him to the bank and 
passed his grip-sacks to a roustabout. He said no word 
as he walked unsteadily up the plank, but turned and 
stared malignantly at them from the deck; then, as 
the craft swui^ outward into the stream, he grinned 
through the trickle of blood that stole down from 
beneath his wide hat, if the convulsive grimace he made 
could be termed a grin, and -cried: 

"I'd litn to introduce myself, for I'm coming back 
to winter with you. Lieutenant! My name is Run- 
nion." And un^ the steamer was hidden behind the 
bend below they saw him standing there gazing back 
at them fixedly. 

As Burrell left the two men at the store, he gave hie 
hand frankly to the French-Canadian, and said, white 
his cheeka fliished: 
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"I want to thank you for saving me frcnn mjr ovq 
awkwardness." 

Doret became even more embarrassed than the 
Lieutenant at this show of gratitude, and grunted 
churlishly. But when the young man had gone he 
turned to Gale, who had watched them silently, and 
■aid: 

"He's nice youi^ feller, ole man. Saprel Wen 
Ite's mad bis eye got so red laic' my onoershirt.** 

But the trader made no reply. 
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V^HOUT BENEFIT OF CLBBOT 

WHEN the steamer had gone Napoleon Doret went 
to look for Necia, and found her playing with the 
younger Gales, who revelled in the gifts he had brought. 
Never had there been such a surprise. Never had 
there been such gorgeous presents for little folks. This 
was a land in which there were no toys, a country too 
young for babes; and any one whose youth had been 
like that of other children would have seen a pathos 
in the joy of these two. Poleon had been hard put 
to it to find anything suitable for his tittle friends, for 
although there was all manner of merchandise coming 
into Dawson, none of it was designed for Uny people, 
not even clothes. 

It was evident that he had pleased them, for when 
he appeared they ran at his l^s like twin cubs, in- 
coherent and noisy, the pleasure within them too tur- 
bulent for expression. They had never played with 
a toy that Poleon had not built for them, nor worn a 
garment that Allima had not made. This, then, was a 
day of revelations, for the first thing they beheld upon 
opening their packs was a pair of rubber boots for 
each. They were ladies* knee-boots, the smallest aze 
in stock, but the Gales entered them bodily, so to speak, 
moccasins and all, clear to their hips, like the waders 
that duck-hunters use. When they ran uiey fed down 
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«nd out o£ them, but thwr pride remained upright and 
serene, for were not these like the bcxits that Poleon 
wore, and not of Indian make, with foolish beads on 
them ? Next, the youthful heir had found a straw hat of 
strange and wondrous fashion, with a brim like a board 
and a band of blue, which Poleon had bought from a 
college man who had retained this emblem of his past 
to the final moment. Like the boots, it was much too 
lai^ for little John, and hard to master, but it made a 
brave display, as did a red cravat, which covered his 
front like a baseball catcher's harness. Molly had 
also two seta of side-combs, gorgeously ornamented 
with glass diamonds, and a silver-handl^ tooth-brush, 
with which she scrubbed the lame puppy. This puppy 
had three legs and the mange, and he was her par- 
ticular pride. 

There were certain other things, the use of which 
they did not understand, like queer-smelling, soft, 
yellow balls which Necia s^d were oranges and good 
to eat, although the skins were leathery and very bit- 
ter, nor were they nearly so pleasant to the nose as 
the toilet soap, which Neda would not allow them 
even to taste. Then there was a box of chocolate 
candies such as the superintendent at St. Michael's 
sent them every spring, and an atomizer, which Necia 
had filled with Florida Water. This worked on the 
puppy even better than the tooth-brush. 

The elder girl laughed gladly as PUeon entered, 
though her eyes were wet with the pity of it. 

"You seem to bring sunshine wherever you go,'* 
she said. "They have never had things to play with 
like other children, and it makes me cry to watch them." 

"Ho,hol" he chuckled, "dis ain' no time for cryin*. 

Ba gosbl I guess you don' have so much pnaesA 

35 



jbyGoogIc 



THE BARRIBB 

Veo you was 111* gal you'se'f, v'atF Ifebbe yoa 
t'ink I forget you. Wal, I didn't." 

He began to undo the fastenings of a parcel he car- 
ried in his arms, for Napoleon Doret had brot^ht other 
thii^ from Dawson b^des his gifts to the children. 
Neda snatched at the package. 

"Don't you dare open it! Why, that's' half the 
fun." She was a child herself now, her face flushed 
and her hands a-tremble. Taking the package to the 
table, she hurriedly untied the knots while he stood 
watching her, his teeth showing white against his dark 
face, and his eyes half shut as if dazzled by the sight of 
her. 

"Oh, why didn't you tie more knots in it?" she 
breathed as she undid the last, and then, opening the 
wrappings slowly, she gasped in astonishment. She 
^ook it out gently, reverently — a clinging black lace 
gown of Paris make. Next she opened a box and 
took from it a picture hat, with long jet plumes, which 
she stroked and pressed fondly against her face. 
There were other garments also — a silken petticoat, 
alk stockings, and a pair of high-heeled shoes to match. 
with certain other delicate and dainty things which 
she modestly forbore to inspect before the French- 
man, who said no word, but only gazed at her, and for 
whom she had no eyes as yet. Finally she laid her 
presents aside, and, turning to him, said, in a hushed, 
awe-stricken voice: 

"It's all there, everything completel Oh, Poleon — ■ 
you dear, dear Poleon!" She took his two big hands 
by the thumbs, as had been her custom ever since 
she was a child, and looked up at him, her eyes wet 
with emotion. But she could not keep away from tbt 
die^ for long, and retimied to feast her eyes upon it> 
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tke two children standing beside her, sprouting out 
of tbeir rubber boots, with eyes and mouths round 
md protruding. 
"You lak' it, eh?" pressed Poleon, hungry for mure 



"Oh-h," she sighed, "can't you seet Where on 
earth did you get it?" Then suddenly realizii^ its 
ralue, she cried, "Why, it must have cost a fortunel" 
A quick reproach leaped into her face, but he ooXy 
laughed ^ain. 

"Wan night I gamble in beeg saloon. Yes, ^I I 
punble good dat night, too. For w'ile I play roulette, 
deo I dance, den I play some more, an' by-an'-by I 
aee a new dance gal. She's Franche gal, from Mtm- 
treal. Dat's de one I tol' you 'bout. Ba Garl She's 
Bwell dress', too. She's name' Marie Bour^tte." 

"Oh, I've heard about her," said Necia. "She owns 
a claim on Bonanza Creek." 

"Sure, she's frien's wit' Charlie McCormack, dat riche 
feller, but I don' know it dis tarn', so I ask her for dance 
wit* me. Den we drink a bottle of champa^e — 
twenty dollar. 

"'Mamselle,' I say, 'how much you charge for sell 
me dat dress?* 

"'For w'y shall I sell im,' she say; 'I don* wear 'im 
before till to-night, an' I don' get no more dress lak* 
dis for t'ousan' dollar.'" 

Ned a exclaimed excitedly. 

"'For w'y you sell 'im?' I say. 'Biccause I'll tak' 
'im down to Flambeau for Neda Gale, w'at never had 
no dress lak' dat in all her life.' Wal, sir, dat Marie 
Bourgette, she's hear of you before, an' your dad, too 
— mo3' all dose Cheechakos know "bout Old Man Gal^- 
so she say: 
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"'Wat lookm' kind of gal is dis Neda?' An' I teU 
her all 'bout you. Wen I'm t'rough she say: 

"'But maybe your little fricn' is more bi^er as I 
am. Maybe de dress won't fit.* 

*"Hal You don' know me, mamselle,' I say. 'I 
can guess de weight of a caribou to five poun'. Shell 
be same size la 'kin' one inch 'roun' de wais'.' 

'"Poleon Doret,' she say, 'you ain' no Praache- 
mans to talk lak' dat. Look here! I can sell dis dress 
for t'ousan' dollar to-night, or I can trade 'im for gol'- 
mine on El Dorado Creek to some dose Swede w'at 
want to catch a gal, but I'm goin' sell 'im to you f<^ 
t'ree hondred dollar, jus' w'at I pay for 'im. You 
wait here till I come back." 

'"No, no, Mamselle Marie, 111 go long, too, for so 
you don' change your min',' I say; an' I stan' outside 
her door till she pass me de whole dam* works. 

" ' Don' forget de little shoes,' I say — an' dat's how 
it come!" 

"And you paid three hundred dollars for it!" Neda 
said, aghast. The Canadian shrugged. 

"Only for de good heart of Marie Bourgette I paj 
wan t'ousan'," said he. " I mak' seven hondred dollM 
dean profit 1" 

"It was very nice of both of you, but— I can't weai ' 
It. I've never seen a dress tike it, except in pictures, 
and I couldn't — " She saw his face fall, and said, im- 
pulsively: 

"I'll wear it once, anyhow, Poleon, just for you. 
Go away quick, now, and let me put it on." 

"Dat's good," he nodded, as he moved away. "I 
bet you mak' dose dance-hall women look lak' sucker." 

No man may understand the girl's feelings as she 

aet about clothing herself in her first fine dress. Tims 
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aad again she had studied pictures from the "out« 
ade" showing women arrayed in the newest styles, 
and had closed her eyes to fancy herself dressed in 
like manner. She had always had an instinctive feel- 
ing that some day she would leave the North and see 
the wonderful world of which men spoke so much, and 
mingle with the fine ladies of her picture-books, but she 
never dreamed to possess an evening-gown while she 
lived in Alaska. And now, even while she recognized 
the grotesqueness of the situation, she burned to wear 
it and see herself in the garb of other women. So, 
with the morning sun streaming brightly into her 
room, lighting up the moss-chinked walls, the rough 
barbarism of fur and head and trophy, she donned 
the beautiful garments. 

Poleon's eye had been amazingly correct, for it 
fitted her neatly, save at the waist, which was even 
more than an inch too large, notwithstanding the fact 
that she had never worn such a corset as the well- 
formed Marie Bourgette was accustomed to. 

She pondered long and hesitated modestly when she 
saw its low cut, which exposed her neck and shoulders 
in a totally unaccustomed manner, for it struck her 
as amazingly indecent imtil she scurried through her 
magazines again and saw that its construction, as 
compared with others, was most conservative. Even 
so she shrank at sight of herself below the line of sun- 
bum, for she was ringed about like a blue-winged teal, 
the demarcation being more pronounced because of 
the natural whiteness of her skin. The year previous 
Doret had brought her from the coast a Spanish shawl, 
which a salt-water sailor had sold htm, and which had 
lain folded away ever since. She brought it forth now 
aad arranged it about her shoulders, but in spite of 
4 39 
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thia covering the fair flesh beneath peeped thtot^h tta 
vide interstices most brazenly. She had never paid 
marked attention to the fairness of her skin till now, 
end all at once this difference between herself and her 
little brother and mster struck her. She had been a 
mother to them ever since they came, and had oftea 
laughed when she saw how brown their little bodies 
were, rejoicing in blushing quietude at her own whit** 
ness, but to-day she neither lai^hed nor felt any joy, 
rather a dim wonder. She sat down, dress and all, ia 
the thick softness of a great brown bear-sldn and 
thought it over. 

How odd it was, now that she con^dered it, that 
she needed no aid with these alien garments, that ah* 
knew instinctively their every feature, that there was 
no intricacy to cause her more than an instant 's trouble. 
This knowledge must be a piece with the intuitive wit 
that had been the wonder of Father Bamum and had 
enabled her to absorb his teachings as fast as be gav* 
them forth. 

She was interrupted in her reverie by the passing of 
a shadow across her window and the stamp of a man's 
feet on the planks at the door. Of course, it was 
Poleon, who had come back to see her; so she iom 
hastily, gave one quick glance at the mirror abova 
her washstand, choosing the side that distorted her 
image the least, and, hearing him still stamping, per* 
fimctorily called; 

"Come in! I'll be right out." 

She kicked the tndn into place behind her, looped 
the shawl carelessly about her in a way to veil her 
modesty e&ectively, and, with an expectant smile at his 
extrav^ance of admiration, swept out into the bif 
soom, very self-conscious and very pleasing to th* 
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•ye. She crossed proudly to the readii^-table to g^ve 
him a fair view of her splendor, and was into the mid- 
dle of the room before she looked up. Taken aback, 
she uttered a little strangled cry and made a quick 
, movement of retreat, only to check herself and stand 
with her chin high in the air, while wave after wave of 
color swept over her face. 

"Great lovely dovel" ejaculated Burrell, fervently, 
■taring at her. 

"Oh, I — I thought you were Poleon. He — " In 
■pite of herself she glanced towards her room as if to 
flee; she writhed at the utter absurdity of her ap- 
pearance, and knew the Lieutenant must be laughing at 
Iter. But Sight would only make it worse, so she stood 
as she was, having drawn back as far as she could.till the 
table checked her. Burrell, however, was not latching, 
nor smiling even, for his embarrassment rivalled hers. 

"I was looking for your father," he said, wondering 
if this gltmous thing could be the quaint half-breed 
girl of yesterday. There was' nothing of the native 
about her now, for her lithe yoimg figure was drawn 
up to its height, and her head, upon which the 
kmg, black braids were coiled, was tipped back in 
a haughty poise. She had flung her hands out to 
grasp the table edge behind her, forgetful of her shawl, 
which drooped traitorously and showed such rotmded 
lines as her ordinary dress scarce hinted at. This was 
no Indian maid, the soldier vowed; no blood but the 
purest could pulse in such veins, no spirit save the 
highest could flash in such eyes as these. A jealoui 
rancor irked him at the thought of this beauty intended 
for the Frenchman's eyes. 

"Can't you show yourself tome as well m to Poleoaf" 
he said. 
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"Certainly not!" she declared. "He bought this 
dress for me, and I put it on to please him." Now she 
was herself again, for some note in the Lieutenant's 
voice gave her dominance over him. "After he sees it 
I will take it o2, and — " 

"Don't — don't take it off— t^ver," said Buirell. "I 
thought you were beautiful oefore, because of your 
qumntness and simplidty, but now — " his chest swelled 
— "why, this is a breath from home. You're like my 
sister and the girls back in Kentucky, only more 
wonderful." 

"Am I?" sha cried, eagerly. "Am I like other 
girls ? Do I really look as if I'd always worn clothes 
like these?" 

"Born to them," said he. 

A smile broke over her grave face, assuming a hun- 
dred different shades of pleasure and making a child 
of her on the instant; all her reserve and hauteur van- 
ished. Her warmth and unaffected frankness suffused 
him, as she stood out, tiuning to show the beauties of 
her gown, her brown hands fluttering tremulously as 
she tailed. 

"It's my first party-dress, you know, and I'm as 
proud of it as Molly is of her rubber boots. It's too 
big in here and too small right there; that girl must 
have had a bad chest; but otherwise it fits me as if 
it had been made for me, doesn't it 7 And the shoes! 
Aren't they the dearest things? See." She held her 
skirts back, showing her two feet side by «de, her 
dainty ankles slim and shapely in their silk. 

"They won't shed water." he said. 

"I know; and look at the heels. I couldnt wallt 
a mile to save my life." 

*'And tney will come off if they get wet." 
4* 
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•'But they roake me very tall." 

"They don't wear as well as moccasins." Both 
laughed delightedly till he broke in, impulsively: 

*'0h, girl, don't you know how beautiful you are?" 

"Of course I do!" she cried, imitating his change of 
voice; then added, n^vely, "That's why I hate to take 
It oflE." 

"Where did you team to wear things Ijke that?" he 
questioned. "Where did you get that — well — that 
air?" 

"It seems to me I've always known. There's noth- 
ing strange about it. The buttons and the hooks and 
the eyes are all where they belong. It's instinct, I 
suppose, from father's sid^— " 

"Probably. I dare say I should tmderstand the 
mechanism of a dress-suit, even if I'd never seen one," 
said the man, amused, yet impressed by her argimient. 

"I've always had visions of women dressed in this 
kind of clothing, white women — never natives — not 
dressed like this exactly, but in dainty, soft things, 
not at all like the ones I wear. I seem to have a mem- 
ory, although it's hardly that, either — it's more like a 
dream — as if I were somebody else. Father says it is 
from reading too much." 

*'A memory of what ?" 

"It's too vague and tantalizing to tell what it is, 
except that I should be called Merridy." 

"Merridy? Why that?" 

"I'll show you. See." She slipped her hand in- 
ride the shawl and drew from her breast a thin gold 
chain on which was stnmg a band ring. "It wa» 
grandmother's — ^that's where I got the fancy for the 
name of Merridy, I suppose." 

!• May Hook?" 
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fOf courae. But I daren't take it oS. I bavea't 
bad it oS my neck since I was a baby." She held it 
oat for him to examine, and, although it brought his 
bead close to hers, there was no trace of coquetry in 
the invitation. He read the inscription, "From Dan 
to Merridy," but had no realization of what it meant, 
for he glimpsed the mitk-white flesh almost at his lips, 
and felt her breath stirring his hair, while the delicate 
acent of her person seemed to loose every strong emo- 
tion in him. She was so dainty and yet so virile, so 
jnnocent and yet so wise, so cold and yet so pulsating. 

"It is very pretty," he said, inanely. 

At the look in his eyes as he raised his head her own 
widened, and she withdrew from him imperceptibly, 
dismissing him with a mere inflection. 

"I wish you would send Poleon here. It's time he 
taw his present." 

As Burrell walked out into the air he shut his Jaws 
grimly and muttered: "Hold tight, youi^ man. She's 
not your kind — she's not your kind." 

Inside the store he found Doret and the trader in con- 
versation with a man he had not met before, a ragged 
nondescript whose overalls were blue and faded and 
patched, particularly on the front of the legs above 
the knees, where a shovel-handle wears hardest; whose 
coat was of yellow mackinaw, the sleeves worn thin 
below the elbows, where they had nibbed against his 
legs in his work. As the soldier entered, the man 
turned on him a small, shrewd, weather-beaten face 
with one eye, while he went on talking to Gale. 

"It ain't nothin' to git excited over, but it's wuth 
foUerin*. If I wasn't so cussed unlucky I'd know 
there was a pay streak som'ere close by." 

-'Your luck is bound to change, Lee," said tlN 



jbyGoogIc 



WITHOUT BBNEPIT OF CLBRGT 
trader, who helped him to roll up a pack of prorl- 

-'Mebbe so. Who's the dressmaker F" He jerked 
his bushy head towards Burrell, who had stopped at 
the front door with Poleon to examine some yellow 
grains in a folded paper. 

"He's the boss soldier." 

"Purty, ain't he?" 

*'If you ain't good hell get you," said Gale, a trifla 
igmically, at which Lee chuckled. 

"I reckon there's several of us in camp that ain't 
been a whole lot too good," said he. " Has he tried t» 
git anybody yet?" 

"No, but he's liable to. What would happen if h* 
dldF Suppose, for instance, he went after you — or me?" 

The one-eyed man morted derisively, -'tt ain't 
wuth consideri&'l" 

"Why not?" Insisted Gale, guardedly, "Mayba 
I'Te got a record — you don't know." 

" If you have, don't tell me notfain' about it," hastily 
observed Lee. "I'm a God-fearin' citizen myself, lean- 
in* ever towards peace and quietudes, but what's past 
b dead and gone, and I'd hate to see a lispin' child 
like that blue-and-yeller party try to reezureck it." 

"He's got the Anierican army to back him up — at 
least five of them." 

"Five agin a hundred. He aims to overawe us, 
don't he?" snickered the unregenerate Lee, but his 
wrinkles changed and deepened as he leaned acroist 
the cotmter confidentially. 

"You say the word, John, and I'll take some feller 
along to help me, and we'll transfer this military post. 
There's plenty that would like the job if you give the 
wink." 
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"Pshawl I'm just supposing," said the trader. 
PAs long as they play around and drill and toot that 
horn, and don't bother anybody, I allow they're not 
in the way." 

"All rightl It's up to you. However, if I happen 
to leap down on this pay streak before it sees me comin', 
I'm goin' to put my friends in first and foremost, and 
shut out these dre^makers complete. So long!" He 
thrust his arms beneath the legs of a new pair of blue 
overalls that formed his pack-straps, wriggled the bur- 
den comfortably into place between his shoulders, and 
slouched out past Doret, to whom he nodded, ignorii^ 
the "dressmaker." 

Having given Necia's message to Poleon, the Lieu- 
tenant took up his business with the trader. It con- 
cerned the purchase of certain supplies that had been 
omitted from the military outfit, and when this was 
concluded he referred to the encounter of that morning. 

"I don't want you to think I bungle everything in 
that manner," he said, "for I don't. I want to work 
with you, and I want to be friends with you." 

"I'm willing," said Gale, 

"Nobody dislikes playing policeman more than I 
do, but it's a part of my duty, and I'll have to do it," 
continued the yoimg man. 

"I reckon you simply aim to keep peace, eh? You 
Mn't lookin' for nobody in particular?" 

"Of course not — outside of certain notorious crinu- 
nals who have escaped justice and worked north." 

"Then there is a few that you want, eh?" 

"Yes, certain old-timers. The officers at every 
post have descriptions of a few such, and if they show 
«p we will take them in and hold them till courts an 
established." 
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"If you've got their names and descriptions, mebbe 
I could help you." said the trader, carelessly, 

"Thank you, I'll bring up the list and we'll go over 
it together. You must have been here a good while," 

"About ten years." 

"Then Miss Necia was bom out in the States?" 

Gale shot a startled glance at the soldier before he 
answered in the affirmative, but Burreil was studying 
a pattern of sunlight on the floor and did not observe 
him. A moment later he inquired, hesitatingly: 

"Is this your first marriage, Mr. Gale?" When 
the other did not answer, he looked up and quickly 
added: 

"I beg your pardon, sir. What led me to ask was 
Miss Neda — she is so— well — she is such a remarkable 
girl." 

Gale's face had undergone a change, but he answered, 
quietly: 

"I 'ain't never been married." 

"What?" 

"When I took Alluna it wasn't the style, and neither 
one of us has thought much about it since," 

"Oh, I see," exclaimed Burreil, hurriedly. "I'll 
bring that list with me the first time I think about it," 
and, nodding amiably, he saimtered out But hts 
mind was in a whirl, and even after he had reached 
his quarters he found himself repeating: 

"The other was bad enoi^h. Poor little girll Poor 
little girll" 

Gale likewise left the store and went into his house, 
the odd look still strong in his eyes, to find Necia posing 
in her new regalia for Poleon's benefit. At sight of 
her he fell into a strange and unexpected humor, and 
to their amazement commanded her roughly to taks 
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Ae tilings off. His voice and maoner were harsh and 
at tttter variance with any mood he had ever displayed 
before; nor would he explain his uoreasoning fury, but 
itrode out again, leaving her In teon and the FrendH 
man ataiing. 
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THB SOLDIBR nin}S AN UNTRODDBV TALLBT 

DURING tlie weeks that followed Meade BurreU 
saw much of Necia. At first he had leaned on 
%be excuse that he wanted to study the curious 
freak of heredity she presented; but that wore out 
qmcUy, and he let hi m self drift, content with the 
pleasure of her company and happy in the mu^c of 
her laughter. Her quick wit and keen humor delighted 
him, and the mystery ui her dark eyes seemed to bold 
the poetry and beauty of all the red races that lay 
behind her on the maternal side. At times he thought 
of her as he had seen her that morning in the dance- 
giri's dress, and remembered the purity of neck and 
breast it had displayed, but he attributed that to the 
■ame prank of heritage that had endowed her with 
other traits alien to her mother's race. 

He had experienced a profoimd sense of pity for her 
upon learning her father's relation to Alluna, but this 
also largely vanished when he found that the girl was 
entirely oblivious to its significance. He had tried her 
in many subtle ways, and found that she regarded the 
matter innocently, as customary, and therefora in the 
U0xt ol an accepted convention; nor did she seem to 
•ee anything in her blood or station to render her in- 
lerlor to other women. She questioned him tirelessly 
•txMit his sister, and be was glaa of this, for it placed 
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no constraint between them. So that, as he explored 
her many quaint belief and pagan superstitions, tha 
delist oE being with her grew, and he ceased toreason 
whither it might lead him. 

As for her, each day brought a keener delight. She 
unfolded before the Kentucldan like some beautiful 
woodland dower, and through innumerable, unnoticed 
familiarities took him into her imiermost ctmfidence, 
sharing with him those girlish hopes and beliefs and 
aspirations she had never voiced till now. 

A month of this went by, and then Runnion returned. 
He came on an up-going steamer which panted in for 
a rest from its thousand-mile climb, and for breath to 
continue its fight against the never-tiring sweep of 
waters. The manner of his coming was bold, for he 
stood fairly upon the ship's deck, staring at the grow- 
ing picture of the town, as ht had watched it recede 
a month before, and his smile was evil now, as it had 
been then. With him was a stranger. When the boat 
was at rest Runnion sauntered down the gang-plank 
and up to the Lieutenant, who stood above the landing- 
place, and who noted that the scar, close up gainst 
bis hat -band, was scarce healed. He accosted the 
<^cer with an insolent assurance. 

"Well, I'm back again, you see, and I'm back to 
gtay." 

"Very well, Rimnion; did you bring an outfit with 
you ?" The young man addressed him civilly, althoi^h 
he felt that the fellow's presence was a menace and 
would lead to trouble. 

"Yes, and I'm pretty fat besides." He shook a 
veil-laden gold-sack at the of&cer. "I reckon I can 
Tustle thirteen dollars a month most anywhere, if I'm 
left alone." 
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''What do you want in this place, anyhow?" do-' 
manded Burrell, curiously. 

"Noneof your damned business," the man answered, 
grinning. 

"Be sure it isn't," retorted the Lieutenant, "be- 
cause it would please me right down to the ground if 
it were. I'd like to get you." 

"I'm glad we understand each other," Runnion 
■aid, and turned to oversee the unloading of his 
freight, falling into conversation with the stranger, 
who had been surveying the town without leaving the 
boat. Evidently this man had a voice in Runnion's 
affairs, for he not only gave him instructions, but 
bossed the crew who handled his merchandise, and 
Meade Burrell concluded that he must be some ina>m- 
ing tenderfoot who had grub-staked the desperado to 
prospect in the hills back of Flambeau. As the two 
came up past him he saw that he was mistaken — 
this man was no more of a tenderfoot than Runnion; 
on the contrary, he had the bearing of one to whom 
new countries are old, who had trod the edge of things 
all his life. There was a hint of the meat-eating animal 
about him; his nose was keen and hawklike, his walk 
and movements those of the predatory beast, and as 
he passed by, Burrelt observed that his eyes were 
of a peculiar cruelty that went well with his thin 
lips. He was older by far than Runnion, but, 
while the latter was mean-visaged and swa^ering, 
the stranger's manner was noticeable for its repres- 

Impelled by an irresistible desire to learn something 

about the man, the Lieutenant loitered after Runnion 

and his companion, and entered the store in time to see 

the latter greet "No Creek" Lee, the prospector, who 
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had come into town for more food. Both men spoks 
with quiet restraint. 

"Nine years since I saw you. Stark," Bfdd the miner. 
"Where you bound?" 

"The diggings," replied Stark, as I.ee addressed tbs 
stranger. 

"Mining now?" 

"No, same old thing, but I'm grub-staking a few 
men, as usual. One of them stays here. I may open 
a house in Dawson if the camp is as good as they say 
it is." 

"This here's a good place for you," 

Stark laughed noiselessly and without nurth. "Finel 
There must be a hundred people living here." 

"Never mind, you take it from me," s£ud the miner, 
positively, "and get in now on the quiet. There's 
something doing." His one sharp eye detected the 
J,ieutenant close by, so he drew his friend aside and 
began talking to him earnestly and with such evident 
effect as to alter Stark's plans on the moment ; for when 
Ruonion entered the store shortly Stark spoke to him 
quickly, following which they both hurried back to the 
steamer and saw to the imloading of much additional 
freight and baggage. From the volume and variety of 
this merchandise, it was evident that Mr. Stark would 
in no wise be a burden to the community. 

Burrell was not sufficiently versed jn the ways of min» 
ing-camps to know exactly what this abrupt change of 
policy meant, but that there was something in the air 
he knew from the mysterious manner of "No Creek" 
Lee and from the suppressed excitement of Doret and 
the trader. His curiosity got the better of him finally, 
and he fell into talk with I^ee, inquiring about the 
stranger by way of an opening. 
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"That's Ben Stark. I knew him back in theCosmaa 
country," said Lee. 

"Ib he a mining man?" 

"Well, Bummat. He's made and lost a bank-ndl 
that a greyhound couldn't leap over in the mining 
business, but it ain't bis reglar graft. He run one 
ai the bi^est places in the Northwest for yeaiu." 

"Saloon, eh?" 

" Saloon and variety house — seven bartenders, that's 
all. He's the feller that killed the gold-commissioner. 
Of course, that put him on the bike again." 

"How do jrou mean?" 

"Well, he had a record as long as a uck man's drug 
bill before he went into that coimtiy, and when he put 
the commissioner away them Canadian officials went 
after him like they was killin' snakes, and it cost him 
all he bad made to get clear. If it had happened 
across the line, the coroner's jury would have freed 
him, 'cause the commissioner was drunk and started 
the row; but it happened right in Stark's saloon, and 
you know Canucks is stronger than vitriol for law and 
order. Not bein* his 6rst offence, it went hard with 

"He looks like a Idller," said BurielL 

"Yes, but be ain't the common land. He always 
lets the other man begin, and therefore he ain't never 
done time." 

"Come, now,** argued the lieutenant, "if it were the 
other man who invariably shot first. Stark would have 
been killed long ago." 

"I don't care what would have happened, it *oi»*$ 

happened, and he's got notches on his gun till it 

)oo3a like a cub bear had chawed it. If you was ■ 

Western man you'd know what they say about bim. 
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'The bullet 'ain't been run to Idll Mm.' That's tha 
sayin'. You needn't grin, there's many a better man 
than you believes it." 

"Who is it that the bullet hasn't been run to kill?" 
said the trader's deep voice behind them. He had 
finished with his duties, and now sauntered forward. 

"Ben Stark," said Lee, turning. -'You know htm, 
John?" 

"No, I never saw him, but I know who he is — used 
to hear of him in the Coeur d'Alenes.** 

"That's him I was talking to," siud the miner, 
"He's an old biend of mine, and he's goii^ to locata 
here." 

Burretl thought he saw Lee wink at the trader, but 
he was not sure, for at that moment the man of whom 
they were q>eaking re-entered. Lee introduced him, 
and the three men shook hands. While the soldier 
fell into easy conversation with the new-comer. Gale 
gazed at him narrowly, studying him as he studied 
all men who came as strangers. As he was doii^ so 
Alluna entered, followed by Johnny and Molly, She 
had come for sugar, and asked for it in her native 
tongue. Upon her exit Stark broke oS talking to the 
lieutenant and turned to the trader. 

"Your squaw, Mr. Gale?" 

The old man nodded. 

"Pah-Ute, eh?" 

"Yes. Why, do you savvy the talk?" 

*'Some. I lived in California once." 

"Where?" The question came like a shot. 

"Oh, here and there; I followed the Mother Lods 
for a spell," 

"I don't recall the name/ said the trader, after a 
Ut. 
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**Possibly. Where were you located?" 

" I never lit on any one place long enough to call II 
borne." 

It seemed to Burrell that both men were sparring 
cautiously in an indirect, impersonal manner. 

"Those your kids, too, eh ?" Stark continued. 

"Yes, and I got another one besides — older. A 
girl." 

"She's a 'pip,'too,"8aid"NoCreek"Lee, fervently. 
"She's plumb beautiful." 

"All of them half-breeds?" questioned Stark. 

"Sure," The trader's answer was short, and when 
the other showed no intention of pressing the sub* 
ject further he sauntered away; but no sooner was be 
out of hearing than Stark 5^d: "HumphI They're 
aU aUke." 

"Who?" 

"Squaw-men." 

"This one ain't," Lee declared. *'He'8 different} 
ain't he. Lieutenant?" 

"He certainly is," agreed Burrell. This was the 
first criticism be had heard of Necia's father, end al- 
though Stark volunteered no ai^ument, it was plain 
that his opinion remained unaffected. 

The old man went through the store at the rear and 
straightway sought Alliuia. Speaking to her with un- 
wonted severity in the Pah-tfte language, he said: 

"I have told you never to use your native tongue 
before strangers. That man in the store under- 
stands." 

"I only asksd for sugar to cook the berries mth," 
she replied. 

"True, but another time you might say more, there- 
fore the less you speak it the better. He is the kind 
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iriio sees much and talks little. AddieM me in SiwaA 
<ir in English unless we are alone." 

*'I do not lite that man," said the woman. "Si 
eyes are bad, lilce a fiah eagle's, and he has no 
heart." 

Suddenly she dropped her work and came dose 19 
to him. "Can he be the one?" 

"I don't know. Stark is not the came, but ht 
mi^t have changed it; he had reasons enough." 

"Who is this man Stark?" 

"I don't know that, either, t used to hear of him 
when I was in British Columbia." 

"But surely you must know if he is tlie same — eh* 
must have told you how he looked — others must have 
told you — " 

Gale shook his head. "Very little. I could not ask 
her, and others knew him bo well they never doubted 
that I had seen him; but this much I do know, be wai 
dark— " 

**Thi8 man is dark — ** 

" — and his spirit was like that of a mad hone — " 

"This man's temper is black — " 

" — and his eyes were cruel." 

"This man has evil eyes." 

"He lacked five years of my age," said the trader. 

"This man is forty years old. It must be he," said 
the squaw. 

Even Neda would have marvelled had she heard 
this revelation of her father's age, for his hair and 
brows were grizzled, and his face had the look of a 
man of sixty, while only those who knew him well, like 
Doret, were aware of his great strength and the endor- 
%oce that belied his appearance. 

"We will send Neda down to the Ifission to^i^ht. 
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and let Father Bamum keep her there till this man 
goes," said the squaw, after some deliberation. 

"No, she must stay here," Gale replied, with de- 
cision, "The man has come here to live, so it won't 
do any good to send her away, and, after all, what is to 
be will be. But she must never be seen in that dance- 
girl's dress again, at least, not till I learn more about 
this Stark. It makes no difference whether this one ia 
the man or not; he will come and I shall know him. 
For a year I have felt that the time was growing short, 
and now I know it." 

"No, nol" Altuna cried; "we have no strangers 
here. No white men except the soldiers and this 
one have come in a year. This is but a little trading- 
post." 

"It was yesterday, but it isn't to-day. Lee has 
made a strike — ^like the one George Cannack made on 
the Klondike. He came to tell me and Poleon, and 
we are going back with him to-night, but you must 
say nothing or it will start a stampede." 

"Other men will come — a great many of them?" 
interrogated Alluna, fearfully, ignoring utterly the mo- 
mentous news. 

"Yes. Flambeau will be another Dawson if this 
find is what Lee thinks it is. I stayed away from the 
Upper Country because I knew crowds of men would 
come from the States, and I feared that he might be 
among them; but it's no use biding any longer, there's 
no other place for us to go. If Lee has got a mine, 
111 have the one next to it, for we will be the first ones 
on the groimd. What happens after that won't mat- 
ter much, you four will be provided for. We are to 
leave in an hour, one at a time, to avoid comment." 

"But why did this man stop here?" insisted the 
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vtmian. "Why did he not stay on the steamboat 
and go to Dawson?" 

"He's a friend of Lee's. He is going with lis.** 
Then he added, almost in a whisper, "Before we re- 
turn I shall know." 

Alluna seized his arm. "Promise to come back. 
John! Promise that you will come back even if this 
should be the man." 

"I promise. Don't worry, Uti " woman; I'm not 
ready for a reckoning yet." 

He gave her certain instructions about the store, 
cba^ng her in particular to observe the utmost secrecy 
regarding the strike, else she nui,'t precipitate a prema- 
ture excitement which would go far towards ruining his 
and Poleon's chances. All of which she noted; then, as 
he turned away, she laid her hand on his arm and said; 

"If you do not know him he will not know you. Is 
it not so?." 

"Yes." 

"Then the rest is easy — " 

But he only shook his head doubtfully and answered, 
"Perhaps — ^I am not sure," and went inside, where 
he made up a tight pack of bacon, £our and tea, a pail 
or two, a coffee-pot and a frying-pan, which he rolled 
inside a robe of rabbit-skin and bound about in turn 
with a light tarpaulin. It did not weigh thirty pounds 
in all. Selecting a new pair of water-boots, he stufEed 
dry grass inside them, oiled up his six-shooter, then 
slipped out the back way, and in five minutes was hid- 
den in the thickets. Half an hoiu" later, having com- 
pleted a d^our of the town, he struck the trail to the 
interior, where he found Poleon Doret, equipped in a 
^milar manner, restios beside a stream, singing the 
songs of his people. 



jbyGoogIc 



AK UNTRODDEN VALLBT 

When Burrell returned to bis quarters he tried to 
mitigate tiie feeling of lonesomeoess that oppressed 
bim by tackling his neglected correspondence. Some- 
bow, to-day, the sense of his isolation had come over 
him stronger than ever. His rank forbade any in- 
timacy with his miserable handful of men, who had 
already fallen into the monotony of routine, while 
every EKendly overture he made towards the citizens 
of Flambeau was met with distrust and coldness, bis 
stripes of office seemi:^ to erect a barrier and induce 
an ostracism stronger and more complete than if they 
had been emblems of the penitentiary. He began to 
resent it keenly. Even Doret and the trader seemed 
to share the general feeling, hence the thought of the 
long, lonesome winter approaching reduced the Lieu- 
tenant to a state of black despondency, deepened by 
the knowledge that he now had an open enemy in 
camp in the person of Runnion. Then, too, he had 
taken a morbid dislike to the new man. Stark. So 
that, all in all, the youth felt he had good reason to be 
in the dumps this afternoon. There was nothing de- 
sirable in this place — everything imdesirable — except 
Necia. Her presence in Flambeau went far towards 
making his humdrum existence bearable, but of late 
he had found himself dwelling with growing serious- 
ness on the unhappy circumstances of her birth, and 
had almost made up his mind that it would be wise 
not to see her any more. The tempting vision of her 
in the ball-dress remained vividly in his imagination, 
causing him hours of sweet torment. There was a 
sparkle, a fineness, a gentleness about her that seemed 
to make the few women he had known well dull and 
commonplace, and even his sister, whom till now he 
bad held as tiie perfection of all things feminine, stif- 
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fcred by compaiison with this miaAt^ of the fran> 
tier. 

He was steeped in this sweet, grave melancholy, when 
a knock came at his door, and he arose to find Necia 
herself there, excited and radiant. She came in with> 
' out sign of embarrassment or slightest consciousness of 
the possible impropriety of her act. 

"The most wonderful thing has happened," she be- 
gan at once, wlien she found they were alone. *' YouTl 
faint for joy." 

"What is it?" 

"Nobody knows except father and Foleon and the 
two new men — " 

"What is it?" 

"I teased the new^ out of mother, and then came 
right here." 

He laughed. "But what — may I ask — " 

"Lee has made a strike — a wonderful strike — richer 
than the Klondiln." 

"So? The old man's luck has changed. I'm right 
glad of that," said the soldier. 

"I came as fast as I could, because to-morrow 
everybody will know about it, and it will be too 
late." 

"Too late for what?" 

"For us to get in on it, of course. Oh, but wont 
there be a stampedel Why, all the people bound for 
Dawson on the next boat will pile oS here, then the 
news will go up-river and down-river, and thousands 
of others will come pouring in from everywhere, and 
this will be a city. Then we will stake our town lots 
and sell them for ever so much money, and go around 
with our noses in the air, and they will say to eacA 
-Other. 
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"'Who is that beautiful lady vith the fine dotbesF* 
and BOmebody will answer: 

'"Why, that is Miss Necis Gale, the mine-owner.' 
And then you will come along, and they will say: 

'"That is Lieutenant Bmrell, the millionaire, and — ' " 

"Hold onl hold onl" said the soldier, stopping her 
breathless patter. "Tell me all about this." 

"Well, 'No Creek' came in this morning to tell dad 
»nd Poleon. Then the boat arrived with an old &iend 
of Lee's, a Mr. Stark, so Lee told him, too, and now 
they've alt gone back to his creek to stake more claims. 
They slipped away quietly to prevent suspicion, but 
I knew there was something up from the way Poleon 
acted, so I made Alluna tell me all about it. They 
haven't more than two hours start of us, and we can 
overtake them easily." 

"We! Why, we are not going?" 

"Yes, we are," she insisted, impatiently — "you and 
I. That's why I came, so you can get a mine iot 
yourself and be a rich man, and so you can help me 
get one. I know the way. Hurry up!" 

"No," said he, in as firm a tone as he could com- 
mand. "In the first place, these men don't like me, 
and they don't want me to share in this." 

"What do you care?" 

"In the second place, I'm not a miner. I don't 
know how to proceed." 

"Nevermind; I do. I've heard nothing but mining 
all my life." 

"In the third place, I don't think I have the right, 
for I'm a soldier. I'm working for Uncle Sam,, and I 
don't believe I oi^ht to take up mining claims. I'm 
not sure there is anything to prevent it, but neither 
am I sure it would be quite the square thing — are you ?" 
6i 
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^Why. of course it's all right," said Necia, bet 
eager face clouding with the look of a hiirt child. "If 
you don't do it, somebody else will." 

But the Lieutenant shook his head. "Maybe I'm 
focdish, but I can't see my way clear, much as I woiild 
like to." 

"Oh.dearl Oh, dear!" she exclaimed, brokenly. "I 
do so want to go. I want you to be rich, and I want 
to be rich myself. I want to be a fine lady, and go 
outside and live like other girls. It's — the oaly chance 
— I ever had — and I'll never have another. Oh, it 
means so much to me; it means life, future, every- 
thii^I Why, it means heaven to a girl like mel" Her 
eyes were wet with the sudden dashing of her hopes, 
and her chin quivered in a sweet, girlish way that made 
the youth almost surrender on the instant. But she 
turned to the window and gazed out over the river, 
continuing, after a moment's pause: "Please don't — 
mind me — but you can't understand what a difEer- 
ence this would make to me." 

"We couldn't possibly overtake them if we tried," 
he said, as if willing to treat with his consdence, 

"No, but we could beat them in, I know where 
Lee is working, for I went up last winter with Con- 
stantine and his dog-team, over a short cut by way 
of Black Bear Creek. We took it coming back, and 
I could find it again, but Lee doesn't know that route, 
so he wilt follow the summer trail, which is fifteen miles 
farther. You see, his creek makes a great bend to the 
southward, and heads back towards the river, so by 
crossing the divide at the source of Black Bear you 
drop into it a few miles above his cabin." 

While she made this appeal Barrel] fought with him- 
■elf. There were reasons why he longed to take this 
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trip, more than be had longed for anything ^nce bo^ 
hood. These men of Flambeau had disregarded hinb 
and insisted on treatii^ him irith contemptuous dis- 
trust, despite his repeated friendly overtures; where- 
fore he was hungry to beat them at their own game, 
hungry to thrust himself ahead of them and compel 
them to reckon with him as an equal, preferring a 
state of open enmity, if necessary, to this condition of 
indifferent toleration. Moreover, he knew that Neda 
was coveted by half of them, and if he spent a night 
in the woods alone with her it would stir them up a 
bit, he fancied. By HeavenI That would make them 
^t up and notice himi But then — it might work a 
wroi^ upon her; and yet, would it? He was not so 
sure that it would. She had come to him; she was 
old enough to know heir mind, and she was but a half- 
breed girl, after all, who doubtless was not so simple 
as she seemed. Other men had no such scruples in 
this or any other land, and yet the young man hesi- 
tated until, encouraged by his silence, the girl came 
forward and spol^ &gtda, impulsively: 

"Don't be silly, Mr. Burrell. Comet Please come 
with me, won't you ?" 

She took him by the edges of his coat and drew him 
to her coajdngly. It may have been partly the spirit 
of revolt that had been growing in him all day, or it 
may have been wholly the sense of her there beside 
him, warm and pleading, but something caused a 
great wave to surge up through his veins, caused him 
to take her in his arms, fiercely kissing her upturned 
face again and again, crying softly, deep down in his 
throat: 

"YesI YesI Yesl You little witch? Ill go any- 

irfiere with youl Anywherel Anywherel" The im- 
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ptdBS was blind and ungovernable, and it grew as U* 
fips met hers, while, strangely enough, she made no 
Teastance, yielding herself quietly, till he found her 
anas woimd softly about his neck and her face nestling 
close to his. Neither of them knew how long they 
stood thus blended together, but soon he grew con- 
scious of the beating of her heart against his breast, 
as she lay there like a Uttle flutterir^ bird, and felt 
the throbbing of his own heart swaying him. Her 
arms, her Ups, and her whole body clung to his in a 
sweet surrender, and yet there was nothing immodest 
or unmaidenly about it, for his strength and ardor had 
lifted her and drawn her to him as on the sweep of a 
great wave. 

She drew her face free and hid it against his neck, 
breathing softly and with shy timidity, as if the sound 
(rf the words she whispered half frightened her. 

"I love you. I love you, Meade." 

It may happen that a man will spend months ia 
friendly and charming intimacy with a woman and 
never feel the violence or tenderness of passion till 
there conies a psychic moment or a physical touch 
that suddenly enwraps them like a flame. So it was 
with Burrell. The sweet burden of this ^1 in his 
arms, the sense of her yielding lips, the warmth of her 
caressing hands, momentarily imleashed a leaping pack 
of mad desires, and it was she who finally drew herself 
away to remind him smilingly that he was wasting 
time. 

"Uy lips will be here when those mines are worked 
oat," she said. "No, no!" and she held him off as 
he came towards her again, insisting that if they 
were going they must be off at once, and that he 
could have no more kisses for the present "But, at 
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coorse, it is a long trip, and we will have to dt down 
now and then to rest," she added, shyly; at which he 
vowed that he was far from strong, and could not walk 
but a little way at a time, yet even so, he declared, the 
trail would be too short, even though it led to Canada. . 

"Then get your pack made up," she ordered, "fori 
we must be well up towards the head of Black Bear 
Creek before it grows dark enough to camp." 

Swiftly he made his preparations; a madness was 
upon him now, and he took no pains to check or 
analyze the reasons for his decision. The thought of 
her loveliness in his arms once more, far up among the 
perfimied wooded heights, as the silent darkness stole 
upon them, stirred in him such a fret to be gone that 
it was like a fever. He slipped away to the barracks 
with instructions for his corporal, but was back ^ain 
in a moment. Finally he took up his burden of blanket 
and food, then said to her: 

"Well, are you ready, little one?" 

"Yes, Meade," she answered, simply. 

"And you are sure you won't regret it?" 

"Not while you love me." 

He kissed her ^ain before they stepped out on the 
river trail that wound along the bank. A hundred 
yards beyond they were hidden by the groves of birch 
and fir. 

Two hours later they paxised where the foaming 
waters of Black Bear Creek rioted down across a 
gravelled bar and into the silent, sweeping river, stand- 
ing at the entrance to a wooded, grass-grown valley, 
with rolling hills and domes displayed at its head, 
while back of them lay the town, six miles away, its 
low, squat buildings tiny and toylike, but distinctly 
aUhouetted i^ainst the evening sl^. 
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"Is it not time to rest?" said the soldier, laugMngly, 
yet with a. look of yearning in his misty e3res as he took 
the girlish Sgure in his arms. But she cmly smiled up 
at him and, releasLng his hold, led the way into the 
forest. 

He turned for a moment and shook his fist at the 
village and those in it, laughing loudly as if from the 
feel of the blood that leaped within him. Then he 
joined his companion, and, hand-in-hand, they left the 
broad reaches of the greater stream behind them and 
phmged into the untrodden valley. 
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^Its fonny t'ing how two bfot.4, tf^ 
Was changin' averyt'ing — 
Dt cloud i/wV no vtoT* eu a* Ay^ 
AW winter's jus' lak Lpring. 
Dey mak' my padt inj very UgfU, 
De trail, ske'i *iot so long — 
I'd walk it forty milt to-night 
For hnr her sing wan song. 
Bui now I'm busy mak' forlnn* 
For marry on dot girl. 
An' if sht's toU me yass, dot's soon, 
Bonheurt I'm own de worlT 

P)LEON DORET sang gayly as the trader came 
towards him through the open grove of tnrch, for 
he was happy this afternoon, and, being much of a 
dreamer, this fresh enterprise awoke in him a boyish 
pleasure. Then Necia had teased him as he came 
away, and begged him, as was always her custom, to 
take her with him, no matter whence or whither, so 
long as there was adventure afoot. Well, it would not 
be long now before he could say yes, and he would 
take her on a journey far longer than d ther of them 
had yet taken — a journey that would never end. Had 
not the gods looked with favor, at last, upon his long 
novitiate, and been pleased with the faith he had 
kept? Had not this discovery of "No Creek" Lee's 
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beea providentially arranged for his own especial 
benefit? A fool could see that this was a mark erf 
^celestial approbation, and none but a fool would ques- 
tion the wisdom of the gods. Had he not watched 
the girl grow from a slip of thirteen and spoken never 
a word of his love f Had he not served and guarded 
her with all the gentle chivalry of an olden kpight? 
Of course I And here was his reward, a gift of wealth 
to crown his service, all for her. Now that she was • 
woman, aoti had seen turn tried, and knew he was a 
man, he would bring his burden of prosperity and lay 
It at her feet, saying: 

" Here is another offering, my Neda, and with it go 
the lai^hter and the music and the heart of Poleoa 
Doret." 

Sacral It would not tat{» her long to wake np 
after that! llie worldwas very bright indeed thia 
afternoon, and he burst again into song in company 
vith the voices of the forest people: 

"ChanU, rossignot, ckantil 

Tot qui d le cauT gai; 

Tu as le ccsur A rira 

Mai f r ai-4-d pUurer, 

it y a tcMgtemps qu* ffotmt 
Jamais je ne fentblier at." * 

**Whewr' said Gale, slipping out of his pack-^tnpit 
^the skeeters is bad." 

'"Sng, little Urd, oh, sing awajl 

You with tho voice so light and g»yl 
IToun U a heart that laughter cheen, 
Uine lA a heart that's fuU of team. 

Iiong have I loved, I love her ]rat£ 
Loave her I can, but oot fwgefc.* 
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"You bet your gum boots," said Poleon. "Dey*r» 
mma,' so t'ick as de summer day Idll Johmiie Flatt cm 
4e Porcupine." Both men wore gauntleted gloves of 
varibou-skii^ and bead harnesses of mosquito-netting 
stretched over gi^^belike frames of tbin steel bands, 
which they slipped on over their hats after the manner 
of divers' helmets, for without protection of some land 
ttie insects would have made travel impossible once 
the Yukon breezes were left behind or once the trail 
dipped from the high divides where there was no 
moss. 

"Let's see. It was you that found him, wasn't it?" 
■aid Gale. 

"Sure t'ingi I'm comin' down for grub in my 
oanoe, w'en I see dis feller on de bank, walldn' lak' he's 
in beeg horry. ' Ba Gar!" I say, ' dere's man goin* so 
fast hell meet hese'f comin' home I' Den he turn roun* 
an* go tearin* back, wavin' hees arms lak* he's callin' 
me, till he fall down. W'en I paddle close up, I don' 
know 'im no more dan stranger, an' me an' Johnnie 
Piatt is trap togeder wan winter, Wat you t'ink of 
dat?" 

"I saw a fellow killed that way at Holy Cross," in- 
terpolated the trader. 

"'Hello,' I say, *w'at*s de matter?* An* den I Bee 
somet'ing 'bout 'im dat look familiar. Hees face she's 
all swell' up an' bleedjn* lak' raw meat." The French- 
man curled his upper lip back from his teeth and shook 
his head at the remembrance. 

"Jesu, dat's 'orrible sight! Dem fly is drive "im 
erazee. Hees nose an* ears is look lak* holes in heeg 
red sponge, an' hees eye are close up tight." 

"He died before you got him in, didn't he?*" 

** Yes. He was good man, too. Some tarn* if I wtt 
69 



jbyGoogIc 



THB BARRIEK 

liave bad enemy w'at I like to see catch hell I'm goui' 
turn 'im loose 'mong dose skeeter-btig." 

"Holy Mackmawl" ejaculated Gale. "Who'd ever 
think of that ? Why, that's worse than dropping water 
on Ms skull till he goes crazy, like them Chinamen do." 

The Frenchman nodded. "It's de wors* t'ing I 
know. Dat's w'y I lak' to geeve it to my enemy." 

" Imagine fightin' the little devils till they stung yo« 
crazy and pizened your eyes shut!" 

Gale fell to consideTing this, while Poleon filled his 
[ape, and, raising his veil, undertook to smoke. The 
pests proved too numerous, however, and forced him 
to give it up. 

"Bagosh! Dey're hongryl" 

"It will be all right when we get out of the woods," 
Bud the elder man. 

"I guess you been purty glad for havin' Neda 
home again, eht" ventiu^d the other after a while, 
unable tC' avoid any longer the subject uppermost in 
bis mind. 

"Yes, I'm glad she's through with her schoolii^." 

"She's gettin' purty be^ gal now." 

"That's right." 

"By-an'-by she's gwn' many on some feller^ 
Vat?" 

"I suppose GO. She ain't the kind to stay single.** 

"Hal Dat's right, too. Mebbe you don* care if 
she does get marry, eh?" 

"Nit if she gets a man that will treat her right," 

"Wall Wall Dere's no trouble "bout dat," ex- 
claimed Doret, fervently. "No man w'at's livin' could 
treat her bad. She's too good an' too purty for have 
bad husban'." 

"She is,isshe?" Gale turned on him with a Strang* 
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glare in his eyes. "Them's the -kind that get the 
he-devils. There's something about a good girl that 
attracts a bad man, particularly if she's pretty; and 
it goes double, too — the good men get the heUions. 
A fellow can't get so tough but what he can catch a 
good woman, and a decent man usually draws a critter 
that looks like a sled and acts like a timber wolf." 

"Necia wouldn't many on no bad man," said Doret, 
positively. 

"No?" said Gale. "Let me tell you what I saw 
with my own eyes. I knew a girl once that was just 
as good and pure as Necia, and just as pretty, too — 
yes, and a thousand times prettier." 

"Ho, hot" laughed Doret, sceptically. 

"She was an Eastern girl, and she come West where 
men were different to what she'd been used to. Those 
were early days, and it was a new country, where a 
person didn't know much about his neighbor's past 
and cared less; and, although there were a heap of 
girls thereabouts, they were the kind you'll always 
find in such communities, while this one was plumb 
different. Man! Man I But she was different. She 
was a ivomant Two fellows fell in love with her. One 
of them lived in the same camp as her, and he was a 
good man, leastways everybody said he was, but he 
wasn't wise to all tiie fancy tricks that pretty women 
hanker after; and, it being his first affair, he was right 
down buffaloed at the very thought of her, so he just 
hung around and slept late so that he might dream 
about her and feel like he was her equal or that she 
loved back at him. You know! The other fellow came 
from a neighboring town, and he wasn't the same 
land, for he'd knocked around more, and was a better 
liai. but he wasn't right. No, sirl He was sure a 
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wraiig gt^, as it came out, but he was bandaomer oaA 
younger, and the very purity and innocence of the ^A 
drew him, I reckon, being a change from what he bad 
ever mixed up with." 

" W'y don' dis good man tak' a shot at himf" asktd 
Poleon, hotly, 

"First, he didn't realize what was gtnng on, being 
too tied up with dreamii^, I reckon; and, secotMl. 
neither man didn't know the other by sight, living as 
they did in different parts; third, he was an ordinary 
sort of fellow, and hadn't ever bad any trouble, man to 
man, at that time. Anyhow, the girl up and took tbt 
bad one." 

"Wat does de good man do, eh?" 

"Well, he was all tore up about it, but he went 
away like a sick quail hides out." 

"Dat's too bad." 

"He heard about them now and then, and what Iw 
heard tore him up worse than the other had, for tlw 
girl's husband couldn't wear the harness long, and, bar- 
ing taken away what good there was in her, he made 
up in deviltry for the time he had lost. She stood it 
pretty well, and never whimpered, even when her eyM 
were open and she saw what a prize-package she had 
drawn. The fact that she was game enough to stasd 
for him and yet keep herself clean without con^>laint 
made the man worse. He tried to break her spirit 
in a thousand ways, tried to make her the same as h* 
was, tried to make her a bad woman, like the others h* 
had known. It appeared like the one pleasure he got 
was to tortiu^ her." 

"W'y don' she quit 'im?" said Doret, "Dat uo* 
wrong for quit a man lak' him." 

"She couldn't quit on account of the kid. They had 
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• youngster. Then, too, she had ideas of her own} 
■o she stood it for three years, living worse than a dog, 
till she saw it wasn't any use — -till she saw that be would 
make a bad woman of her as sure as he would make 
one of the kid — ^till he got rough — " 

"No! Nol You don' mean dat? No man don' 
hurt no woman," interjected Doret, 

"By Godl That's just what I mean," the trader 
answered, while his face had grown so gray as to match 
bia brows. "He beat her." 

Poleon broke into French words that accorded well 
with the trader's harsh voice. 

"The woman sent for the other man after that, tot 
he had been living lonely, loving her all the time, and 
you'd better believe he went," 

"Hal Dat's finel Dat's dam* finel" said the other, 
"in bet dere's hell to pay den — ^w'at?" 

"Yes, there was a kind of reckoning." The old man 
lapsed into moody silence, the younger one waiting 
e^erly for him to continue, but there came the sound 
of voices down the trail, and they looked up. 

"Here comes Lee," said Gale. 

"Wat happen' den ? I'm got great interes' *bout dis 
woman," insisted Poleon. 

"It's a long story, and I just told you this mttch to 
Aaw what I said was true about a good girl and a bad 
man, and to show why I want Neda to get a good one. 
The sooner it happens the better it will suit me." 

Neither man had ever spoken thus openly to the 
other about Neda before, and although their language 
was indirect, each knew the other's thought. But 
there was no time for further talk now, for the othen 
were close upon them. As they came into Wew, Gale 
atclaiioedi 
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^Well, if he hasn't brought Rtumion alongf** 

"HumphI" grunted Doret, "I don' t'ink much el 
dat feller. Wat's de matter wit' 'No Creek," anyhow?" 

The three new arrivals dropped down upon the moai 
to rest, for the up-trail was heavy and tiie air sultry 
inside tlie forest. Lee was the first to speak. 

"Did you get away without bein' seen?" he asked. 

"Sure," answered Gale. "Poleon has been here two 
liours." 

"That's good; I don't want nobody taggin' along." 

"We came right thnn^h the town boldly," an* 
nounced Stark; "but if they had seen you two they 
would have suspected something, sure." 

Runnion volunteered nothing except oaths at the 
mosquitoes and at his pack - straps, which were new 
and cut him already. As no explanation of his pres- 
ence was offered, neither the trader nor Doret made 
any comment then, but it came out later, when the old 
miner dropped far enough behind the others to render 
conversation possible. 

"You decided to take in another one, eh?" Gale 
asked Lee. 

"It wasn't exactly my ddn's," replied the miner. 
" Stark asked me to let Runnion come 'long, bein' as he 
had gnib'Staked him, and be seemed so set on it that I 
ackeressed. You see, it's the first chance I ever had 
to pay him back for a favor he done me in the Cassiar 
counby. There's plenty of land to go around." 

It was Lee's affair, thought the trader, and he might 
teU whom he liked, so he sud no more, but fell to 
jtudying the back of the man next in front, who hap- 
pened to be Stark, observing every move and trick of 
him, and, during the frequent pauses, mqlring a poini 
oi listemng and watching him guardedly. 
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All thrott^ the afternoon the five men wound up 
the valley, following one another's footsteps, emei^ng 
from sombre thickets of fir to flounder across wide 
pastures of "nigger-heads," that wobbled and wriggled 
and bowed beneath their feet, until at cost of much 
effort and profanity they gained the firmer footing of 
the forest. Occasionally they came upon the stream, 
and found easier going along its gravel bars, till a 
bend threw them again into the meadows and mesas 
on either hand. Their com^e led them far up the 
big valley to another stream that entered from the 
right, bearing backward in a great bow towards the 
Yukon, and always there were dense clouds of mos- 
qtiitoes above their heads. At tme point Stark, hot 
and irritable, remarked: 

"There must be a shorter cut than this, Lee?" 

"I reckon there is," the miner replied, "but I've 
always had a pack to carry, so I chose the level ground 
ruther than climb the divides." 

"S'pose dose people at camp hear "bout dis strike 
an' beat us in }" suggested Poleon. 

"It wouldn't be easy going for them after they got 
there," Stark said.sourly. "I.for one, wouldn't stand 
for it." 

"Nor I," i^reed Runnion. 

"I don't see how you'd help yourself," the trader 
remarked. "One man's got as good a right as an- 
other." 

"I guess I'd help myself, all right," Stark laughed, 
<^nificantly, as did Runnion, who added: 

"Lee is entitled to put in anybody he wants on bis 
own discovery, and if anybody tries to get ahead of tut 
there's liable to be trouble." 

"I reckon if I don't know no short-cut, nobody dM 
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does" Lee remarked, whereupon Doiet spoke op rsi 
assuringly: 

"Dere's no use gettin* scare* lak' dat, biccause no- 
body knows w'ere Lee's creek she's locate' but John 
an' me, an' dere's nobody w'at knows he mak' de strike 
but U3 four." 

"That's right," s^d Gale; "the only other way across 
is by Black Bear Creek, and there un't a half-dozen 
men ever been up to the head of that stream, much 
less over the divide, so I don't allow there's any use to 
fret ourselves." 

They went on their way, travelling leisurely until 
late evening, when they camped at the mouth of the 
valley up which the miner's cabin lay. They chose a 
long gravel bar, that curved like a scimitar, and made 
down upon its outer tip where the breeze tended to 
thin the plague of insects. They were all old-stagers 
in the ways of camplife, so there was no lost motion 
or bickering as to their respective duties. Their prep- 
arations were simple. First they built a circle of 
smudges out of wet driftwood, and inside this Lee 
kindled a camp-fire of dry sticks, upon which he cooked, 
protected by the smoke of the others, while Gale 
went back to the edge of the forest and felled a dozen 
small firs, the branches of which he clipped. These 
Poleon and Runnion bore down to the end of the 
spit for bedding, while Stark chopped a pile of dry 
wood for the night. Gale noted that the new man 
swung an axe with the free dexterity of one to whom 
its feel was familiar, also that he never made a slip 
nor dulled it on the gravel of the bar, displaying an 
all-round completeness and a knack of doing things 
eflSdently that won reluctant a^jproval from the trader 
despite the unreasoning dislike he had taken to him. 
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Lee was ready for them by the time they had fin- 
khed their tasks, and, fanned by the breeze that sucked 
«p the stream and lulled by the waters, they ate their 
scanty supper. Th«r one-eyed guide had lived so 
long amoi^ mosquitoes and had become so inoculated 
vith their poison that he was in a measure impervious to 
thdr sting, hence the Insects gathered on his wrinkled, 
haiT'^rowii hide only to give up in melancholy di^ust and 
fly to other and fuller-blooded feeding-grounds. Camp 
had been made early, at Gale's suggestion. Instead of 
pushing on a few miles farther, as Lee had intended; 
and now, when the cool evening fell and the draught 
quickened, it became possible to lay oS gloves and head- 
gear; so they sat about the fire, talking, smokii^;, 
and rubbing their tired feet. 

It is at such hours and in the smoke of such fires 
that men hark backward and bring forth the sacred, 
time-worn memories they have treasured, to turn them 
over fondly by the glow of dying embers. It is at 
such times that men's garrulity asserts itself, for the 
barriers of caution are let down, as are the gates of 
remembrance, and it is then that friends and enemies 
are made, for there are those who cannot listen and 
others who cannot understand. 

"No Creek" Lee, the one-eyed miner who had 
made this lucky strike, told in simple words of his long 
and solitary quest, when ill-luck had risen with him 
at the dawn and misfortune had stalked beside him 
as he drifted and drank from camp to camp, while the 
gloom of a settled pessimism soured him, and men 
began to shun him because of the evil that seemed to 
follow in his steps. 

"I've been r^nbow-chasin" forty years," he said, 

"and never caught nothin' but cramps and epidemic* 
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and inflammations, I'm the only miner in Alaska 
that never made a discovery ot gold and never had a 
creek named after him." 

"Is that how you got your name?" asked Runnl^m. 

"It is, I never was no good to myself nor nobody 
else. I just occupied space. I've been the vermifuge 
appendix of the body politic; yes, worse'n that — I've 
been an appendix with a seed in it. I made myself 
sore, and everybody around me, but I'm at the bat 
now, and don't you never let that fact escape you." 

" How are you goii^ to spend your money }" inquired 
Stark. 

"I'm gcAn' to eat it upl I've fed on dried and des- 
iccated and other disastrous and dissatisfactory diets 
till I'm all shrivelled up indde hke a dead pufi-ball; 
now it's me for the tag feed and the long diink. I'm 
gtmi' to 'Frisco and get full of wasteful .and exorbitant 
grub, of one kind and another, like tomatters and 
French vicious water." 

Poleon Doret laughed with the others; he was bub- 
bling with the spirits of a boy whose life is clean, fw 
whom there are no eyes in the black dark that lies 
beyond a camp-fire, and for whom there are no un- 
forgettable faces in its smoke. When Lee fell silent 
the trader and Stark resumed their talk, which was 
mainly of CaUfomia. it seemed to the Frenchman, who 
also noted that it was his Mend who subtly shaped 
the topics. In time their stories revived his memory 
of the conversation in the birch grove that morn- 
ing, and when there occurred a lapse in the talk he 
said: 

"Say, John, w'at happen* to dat gal we was talkin* 
"bout dis momin'?" 

Gale shook his head and turned again to his com* 
78 



jbyGoogIc 



J. t 



I -I 



byGoogIc 



jbyGoogIc 



A STOKT IS BEGUN 

])anion, but the yoiui^ iruui's ound was bent oo itt 

quest, and he continued: 

"Dat was strange tale, for sure." 

"What was it?" questioned Runnion. 

"John was tell Taout a feller he knowed w'at marry 
a good gal jus' to mak* her bad lak' hese'f." 

"How's that?" inquired Stark, turning curiously 
upon the old man; but Gale knocked the ashes from 
bis pipe and replied: 

"Oh, it's a long etory — ^happened when I was in 
Washington State." 

Poleon was about to correct Mm — it was Califonda, 
he had said — when Gale arose, remarking sleepily that 
it was time to turn in if they wished to get any rest 
before the mosquitoes got bad agcun, then sauntered 
away from the fire and spread his blanket. The rest 
followed and made down their beds; then, drawing on 
0.ovta and hat-nets, and rolling themselves up in their 
oovei^ngs, fell to snoring. All except the trader, who 
lay foi hours on Ms back staring up at the stars, as if 
tiying to solve some riddle that baffled him. 

They awoke early, and in half an hour had eaten, 
remade their packs, and were ready to resume their 
march. As they were about to start. Gale said: 

**I reckon we'd better settle right now who has the 
choice of locations when we get up yonder. I've 
been on stampedes where it saved a heap of hard 
feeli:^." 

"I'm agreeable," said Stark. "Then there won't 
be any misunderstanding." 

The others, being likewise old at the game, acquiesced. 

They knew that in such cases grave trouble has often 

occuired when two men have cast eyes on the same 

dum, and have felt the miner's causeless "hundi*' 
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that gold Ues here or there, or that the gFound oni 
of them covets is want«d by the other. 

"I'll hold the Btraws," eaid Lee, "and everyfeller 
will have an even break." Tumii^ his back on th* 
others, he cut four splinters of varying lengths, and. 
arranging them so that the ends peeped evenly from 
his big hand, be held them out. 

"The longest one has the first choice, and bo on," 
he said, presenting them to Gale, who promptly drew 
the longest of the four. He turned to Doret, but the 
Frenchman waved him courteously to Stark, and, when 
both he and Runnion had made their choice, Lee handed 
him the remaining one, which was next in length to 
that of the trader. Stark and Runnion qualified in 
the order they drew, the latter cursing his evil luck. 

"Never min', ole man," lai^hed Poleon, "de las' 
shot she's de sure wan." 

They took up their btirdens again, and filed towards 
the narrow v^ey that stretched away into the hasf 
distances. 
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tarn BURRBLL CODB 

NOT until his dying day will Burrell lose tbe mem* 
ory of that march vrith Necia throi^h the xai' 
trodden valley, and yet its incidents were never clear- 
cut nor distinct when he looked back upon them, but 
blended Into one dreamlike procession, as if he wan- 
dered through some calenture where every image was 
delightfully distorted and each act deliciously unreal, 
yet all the sweeter from its fleeting unreality. They 
talked and laughed and sang with a rush of spirits as 
untamed as the waters in the course they followed. 
They wandered, hand-in-hand, into a land of illusions, 
where there was nothing real but love and nothing 
tangible but joy. The touch of their lips had waked 
that delight which conies but once in a lifetime and 
then to but few; it was like the moon-madness of the 
tropics or the d«nentia of the forest folk in spring. A 
gentle frenzy possessed them, rendering them insensible 
to fatigue and causing them to hurry the more breath- 
lessly that they might sooner rest and sit beside each 
other. .4t times they fell into sweet silences where 
the waters laughed with them and the trees whis- 
pered their secret, bowing and nodding in joyous sur- 
prise at this invasion; or, again, the breezes romped 
with them, withdrawing now and then to rush out and 
greet them at the bends in boisterous pleasure. 
Si 
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"ntey held to the bed of the stream, fw its folunis 
was low and enabled them to ford it from bar to bar. 
Necia had been raised in the open, with the wild places 
for her playground, and her muscles were like those 
of a boy, hence the two swui^ merrily onward, as if 
in playful contest, while the youth had never occasion 
to wait for her or to moderate bis gait. Indeed, her 
footing was more sure than his, as he found when she 
ventured out imhesitatingly upon felled logs that lay 
across swift, brawling depths. The wilderness had no 
mystery for her, and no terrors, so she was ever at his 
ride, or in advance, while her eyes, schooled in tbk 
tints of the forest, and more active than those of k 
bird, saw every movii^ thing, from the flash of a camp- 
robber'p wing through some hidden glade to the in* 
quisitive nodding of a fool hen where it perched hi^ 
Up against the bole of a spruce. They surprised % 
jiai4*n fisbing in a drift-wood dam, but sbe would no% 
let the soldier shoot, and m^de him pan it by, where 
it sat amami-A till it realized that these were loven 
and resumed its fishing. Gradually the stream dimin- 
ished, and its bowldered bed became more dif&cult to 
traverse, tmtil, j^^'aimtng the airs of a leader, the girl 
commanded him to lay off his pack, at which he pre- 
tended to obey mutinously, though thrilling with tha 
keenest delight at his own submission, 

"What are you going to do?" he inquired. 

"Mind your own business, sir," she commanded, 
sternly. 

From her belt she drew a little buntii^-knite, with 
which she cut and trimmed a slender birch the thick- 
ness of his thimib, whereupon he pretended great 
fright, and said: 

"Pleasel pleasel What have I done?" 

83 



jbyGoogIc 



THB BURKELL CODE 

"A great deal! You are a most bold and stubborn 
creature." 

"All pack animals are stubborn," be declared. "It's 
the only privilege they have," 

"You are touch too presumptuous, also, as I dis- 
covered in your quarters." 

"My only presumption is in loving you," 

"That was not presumption," she smiled; "it was 
pre-emption. You must be punished." 

"I shall run away," he threatened. "I shall gallop 
right off through the woods and — ^begin to eat grass. 
I am very wild." 

As she talked she drew from her pocket a spool of 
line, and took a fly-hoole from her bat; then, in a trice, 
she had rigged a Esbing-rod, and, creeping out upon a 
ledge, she whipped the pool below of a half-dozen rua- 
bow trout, which she thrust into his coat while they 
were still wriggling. Then she as quickly put up bar 
gear, and they resumed their journey, climbing more 
steeply now, until, when the sun was low, they quit 
the stream-bed and made through the forest towards 
the shoulder of an untimbered ridge that ran down 
into the valley. And there, high up on the e<^ of 
the spruce, they selected a mossy shelf and pitdied 
their camp. 

They had become so intimate by now as to fall into 
a whimsical mode of speech, and Necia reverted to a 
childish habit in her talk that brought many a smile 
to the youth's face. It had been her fancy as a little 
girl to speak in adjectives, ignoring many of her nouns, 
and its quaintness had so amused her father that on 
rare occasions, when the humor was on him, he also 
took it up. She now addressed herself to Burrell in 
tiie 'M'Tiy manner, 
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"I think we are very smarts to come so far," Aa 
said. 

"You travel liks a deer," he declared, admiringly. 
"Why, you have tired ?m down." Removing his pacl^ 
he stretched his arms and shook out the ache in hit 
shoulders, 

"Which way does our course lie now. Pathfinder?" 

"Right up the side of this big, and then along the 
ridge. In two hours we come to a gully running so" — ■ 
she indicated an imaginary direction — "which we go 
down till it joins another stream so, and right there 
we'll find old 'No Creek's' cabin, so! Won't they be 
stuprised to see usi I think we're very cunning to 
beat them in, don't you?" She laughed a glad littl» 
bubbling laugh, and he cried: 

"Oh, girl! How wonderfid you are!" 

"It's getting very dark and fierce," she chided, 
"and all the housework must be done." 

So he built a fire, then fetched a bucket of water 
from a rill that trickled down among the rocks near 
by. He made as if to prepare their meal, but she 
wbuld have none of it. 

"Bigs should never cook," she declared. "That 
work belongs to littles," then forced him to vacate 
her domain and turn himself to the manlier duties of 
choppit^ wood and boughs. 

First, however, she showed him how to place two 
green foot-logs upon which the teapot and the fryii^- 
pan would sit without upsetting, and how long she 
wished the sticks of cooking-wood. Then she banished 
him, as it were, and he built a wickiup of spruce tops, 
vtnder the shelter of which he piled thick, fragrant bil- 
lows of "Yukon feathers." 

Once while he was busy at hia task he paused to 
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revel in the colors that lay against hill and valley, and 
to drink in the splendid isolation of it all. Below 
lay the bed of Black Bear Creek, silent and sombre in 
the creepii^ twilight; beyond, away beyond, across 
the westward brim of the Yukon basin, the peaks were 
blue and ivory and gold in the last rays of the sun; 
while the open slopes behind and all about wore a car- 
pet of fragrant short-lived flowers, nodding as if tow- 
ards sleep, and over all was the hush of the lonely 
hills. A gust blew a whiff of the camp smoke towards 
him, and he turned back to watch Necia kneeling 
beside the fire Uke some graceful virgin at her altar 
rites, while the peculiar acrid out-door odor of burn- 
ing spruce was Uke an incense in his nostrils. 

He filled his chest deeply and leaned on bis axe, for 
he found himself shaking as if imder the spell of some 
great expectancy. 

"Your supper is gettii^ cold," she called to him. 

He took a seat beside her on a pile of boughs where 
the smoke was least troublesome; he had chosen a 
■pot that was sheltered by a lichen - covered ledge, 
and this low wall behind, with the wickiup joining it, 
formed an enclosure that lent them a certain air of 
privacy. They ate ravenously, and drank deep cup- 
fuls of the unfiavored tea. By the time they were 
finished the night had fallen and the air was just cool 
enough to make the fire agreeable. Burrell heaped on 
more wood and stretched out beside her. 

"This day has been so wonderful," said the girl, 
-'that I shall never go to sleep. I can't bear to end it." 

"But you must be weary, little maid," he said, 
gently; "I am." 

"Watt, let me see." She stretched her limbs and 

moved slightly to try her mtxscles. "Yes, I am a very 

85 



jbyGoogIc 



THE BAKXIBR 

tired, but not the kind of tired that makes you waat 
to go to bed. I want to talk, talk, talk, and not about 
ourselves either, but about senables. Tell me about 
your people — your sister." 

He had expected her to ask this, for the subject 
seemed to have an inexhaustible charm for her. She 
would sit rapt and motionless as long as he cared to 
talk of his sister, in her wide, meditative eyes the 
shadow of a great unvoiced longing. It always seemed 
to make her grave and thoughtful, he had noticed, so 
he had tried lately to avoid the topic, and to-night 
in particular he wanted to do so, for this was no time 
for melancholy. He had not even allowed himself to 
think, as ygt, and there were reasons why he d"d not 
wish her to do so; thought and realization and a re- 
adjustment of their relations would come after to- 
night, but this was the hour of iUu^on, and it mast 
not be broken; therefore he began to tell her of other 
people and of his youth, making his tales as fanciful 
as possible, choosing deliberately to foster the merry 
humor in which they had been all day. He told her 
of his father, the crotchety old soldier, whose absurd 
sense of duty and whose ^borate Southern courtesy 
had become a byword in the South. He told her 
household tales that . were prized like pieces of the 
Burrell plate, beautiful heirlooms of sentiment that 
mark the honor of high-blooded houses; following 
which there was much to recount of the Meades, from 
the admiral who fought as a boy in the Bay of Tripoli 
down to the cousin who was at Annapolis; the while 
his listener hung upon bis words hungrily, her mind 
so quick in pursuit of his that it spurred him uncon- 
sciously, her great, dark eyes half closed in dlent 
laqghter or wide with wonder, and in them always 
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Hie warmth of the leaping firelight blended vith tha 
trust of a new-bom virginal love. 

Without realizing it, the yom^ man drifted further 
than he had intended, and further than he had ever 
allowed himself to go before, for in him was a clean 
' and honest pride of birth, like his mother's glory in her 
forebears, the expression of which he had learned to 
repress, inasmuch as it was a Dixie-land conceit and 
had been misunderstood when he went North to the 
Academy, In some this would have seemed oigot- 
ed and feminine, this immoderate admiration for his 
own blood, this exaggerated appreciation of his family 
honor, but in this Southern youth it was merely the 
tmconsdous commendation of an upright manliness 
for an upright code. When he had finished, the giri 
remarked, with honest approval: 

"What a fine you are. Those people of yours hava 
all been good men and women, haven't they?" 

"Most of them," he admitted, "and I think tho 
reason is that we've been soldiers. The army disci- 
pline is good for a man. It narrows a fellow, I sup- 
pose, but it keeps him straight." 

Then he began to laugh silently. 

"What is it?" she said, cmiously. 

"Oh, nothing! I was just wondering what my sb^t- 
taced ancestors would say if they could see me now." 

"What do you mean?" the girl asl^d, in open-«yed 
wonderment. 

"I don't care," he went on, unheeding her question. 
"They did worse things in their time, from what I 
hear." He leaned forward to draw her to him. 

"Worse things? But we are doing nothing bad," 
■aid Neda, holding; him oS. "There's no wrong in 
loving." 
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"Of course not," lie assured her. 

"I am proud of it," she declared. "It is the fineafe 
thing, the greatest thing that has ever come into my 
life. Why, I simply can't hold it; I want to sing it 
to the stars and cry it out to the whole world. Voa't 
you?" 

" I hardly think we'd better advertise," he said, dryly. 

"Why not?" 

"Well, I shouldn't care to publish the tale of thk 
excu:sion of ours, would you?" 

"I don't see any reason i^tunst It. I have oftea 
taken trips with Poleon, and been gone with him for 
days and days at a time." 

"But you were not a woman then," he said, softly. 

"No, not until to-day, that's true. Dear, dearl 
How I did grow all of a suddeni And yet I'm just tb» 
same as I was yesterday, and I'll always be the same, 
just a wild little. Please don't ever let me be a big 
tame. I don't want to be commonplace and ordinary. 
I want to be natural — and good," 

"You couldn't be like other women," he declared, 
and there was more tenderness than hunger in hi* 
tone now, as she looked up at him trustingly from the 
shelter of his arms. "It would spoil you to grow up." 

"It is so good to be alive and to love you like this!" 
ihe continued, dreamily, staring into the fire. "I 
lecm to have come out of a gloomy house into the 
glory of a warm spring day, for my eyes are blinded 
and I can't see half the beantifuls I want to, there an 
BO many about me." 

"Those are my arms," interjected the soldier, lightly, 
in an effort to ward off her growing seriousness. 

" I ve never been afraid of anything, and yet I ietl 
10 safe inside them. Isn't it queer?" 
88 



jbyGoogIc 



THE BURRBLL CODE 

The young man became conscious of a vague dis" 
ooinfort, and realized dimly that for hours now he 
had been smothering with words and caresses a 
something that had striven with him to be heard, 
a Bomethii^ that instead of dying grew stronger the 
more utterly this innocent maid yielded to him. It 
was as if he had ridden impulse with rough spurs in a 
fierce desire to distance certain voices, and in the first 
mad gallop had lost them, but now far back heard 
them calling again more strongly every moment. A 
man's honor, if old, may travel feebly, but its pursuit 
is persistent. It was the talk about his pecple that 
had raised this damned uneasiness and indecision, he 
thought. Why had he ever started it ? 

"The marvellous part of it all," continued the girl, 
"is that it will never end. I know I shall love you 
always. Do you suppose I am really different from 
other girls?" 

"Everything is different to-night — ^the whole world," 
he declared, impatiently. "I thought I knew myself, 
hut suddenly I seem strange in my own eyes." 

"I've had a big handicap," she said, "but you must 
help me to overco.ne it. I want to be Uke your 
sister." 

He rose and piled more wood upon the fire. What 
possessed the girl ? It was as if she knew each cun- 
ning joint of his armor, as if she had realized her 
peril and had set about the awakening of his conscience, 
deliberately and with a cautious wisdom beyond her 
years. Well, she had done it — and he swore to him- 
self. Then he melted at the sight of her, crouched 
there against the shadows, following his every move- 
ment with her soul in her eyes, the tenderest trace of 
a BQlile upon her lips. He vowed he was a reprobate 
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CO wrong ber so; it was her white aoul and her woman't 
love that spoke. 

When she beheld him gazing at her, she tilted her 
head Bidewise daintily, like a little bird. 

"Oh, myl What a fierce you are all at oacel" 

Her smile flashed up as if illumined by the leaping 
Uaze, and he crossed qwckly, kneeling beside her. 

"Dear, wonderful girl," be said, "it is going to be 
my heart's work to see that you never change and 
that you remain just what you are. You can't ufl- 
derstand what this means to me, for I, too, was 
blinded, but the darkness of the night has restored 
my visitm. Now you must go to sleep ; the hours are 
short and we must be going early." 

He piled up a great, sweet-scented couch of springy 
bougha, and fashioned her a pillow out of a bundle of 
smaller ones, around which he wrapped his khaki coat; 
then he removed her high-laced boots, and, taking her 
tiny feet, one in the palm of either hand, bowed his 
head over them and kissed them with a sense of her 
gracious purity and his own unworthiness. He spread 
one of the big gray blankets over her, and tuckeid her 
in, while she sighed in delightful languor, looking up 
at him all the time. 

"Ill sit here beside you for a while," he said. "I 
want to smoke a bit." 

She stole a slim, brown hand out firom beneath the 
cover and snuggled it in his, and he leaned forward, 
cloang her lids down with his lips. Her utter weari- 
ness was manifest, for she fell asleep almost instantly, 
her fingers twined about his in a childlike grip. 

At times a great de^re to feel her in his arms, to 

have her cm his breast, surged over him, for he had 

lived, long apart from women, and the aoUtude of 
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the fii^t seemed to mock him. He vras a itroog 
man, and in his veins ran the blood of wayward fore- 
twars who were wont to possess that which they con- 
quered in the lists of love, mingled with which waa the 
blood of spirited Southern women who had on occasion 
loved not wisely, according to Kentucky rumor, but 
only too well. Nevertheless, they were honest men 
and women, if over-sentimental, and had transmitted 
to him a heritage of chivalry and a high sense of 
honor and coura^. Strange to say, this little, sim- - 
pie half-breed girl had revived this honor and cour- 
age, even when he tried most stubbornly to smother 
it. If only her love was like her blood, he might 
have had no scruples; or if her blood were as pure 
as her love — even then it would be easier; but, as it 
was, he must give her up to-night, and for all time. 
Her love had placed a barrier between them grater and 
more insurmountable than her blood. 

He sat for a long time with the dwindling firelight 
playing about him, his manhood and his desires locked 
in a grim struggle, wondering at the hold this forest 
elf had gained upon him, wondering how it was that 
she bad stolen into his heart and head and taken such 
utter possession of him. It would be no easy task to 
shut her out of his mind and put her away from him. 
And she . . . ? 

He gently withdrew his fingers from her grasp, and, 
seeldi^ the other ^de of the wickiup, covered himself 
over without disturbing her, and fell asleep. 

It was early dawn when Necia crept to him. 

"I dreamed you had gone away," she said, shivering 
violently and drawing close. "Oh, it was a teniblt 
Awakening — " 

"I was too tired to dream," he said. 
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"So I had to come and see if you vers really hem,** 

He quickly rekindled the fire, and they made a hasty 
bceakfaat. Before the warmth of the rising; sun had 
penetrated the cold air they had climbed the ridge and 
obtained a wondrous view of broken country, the hilli 
slight with the morning rays, the valleys misty and 
mystical. They made good progress on the Bummit. 
which was paved with barren rcx:k and sparsely car- 
peted with short moss, while there was never a hint 
trf insects to annoy them. Merrily they swung almg, 
buoyed up by an unnatural exaltation; yet now and 
then, as they dr^-w near their destination, the youi^ 
man had a chilling premonition of evil to come, and 
wondered if he had not been foolhardy to undertake 
this rash enterprise. 

"I wish Stark was not one of Lee's party," he said 
once. "He may misunderstand our being tx^ether 
this way," 

"But when be leams that we love each other, that 
will explain everything." 

"I'm not so sure. He doesn't know you as hee 
and Poleon and your father do. I think we bad better 
say nothing at all about — you and me — to any one." 

"But why?" questioned the girl, stopping abruptly. 
"They mil knowit,anyhow,when they see us. I cant 
conceal it." 

"I am wiser in this than you are," the soldier in- 
sisted, "and we mustn't act like lovers; trust this to 
me." 

"Oh, I won't play thati" cried Necia, petulantly, 
"If all this is going to end whet, "^e get to Lee's cabin, 
we'll stay right here forever." 

He was not sure of alt the logic he advanced tn con- 
vincing her, but she yielded finally, saying: 
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^Wdl. I suppose you know best, and. anyhow, Uttlw 
ihould always mind." 

They clung to the divide for several hours, then de- 
scended into the bed of a stream, which they followed 
mtil it joined a larger one a couple of miles below, and 
there, Weltered in a grove of whispering firs, they 
fcnmd Lee's cabin nestling in a narrow, forked valley. 
Evidently the miner had selected a point on the main 
creek just below the confluence of the feeders as a 
place in which to prospect, and Burrell fell to wonder- 
ing which one of these smaller streams supplied the 
run of gold. 

"There's no one here," said Necia, gleefully. "We'vt 
beat them inl We've beat them inl" 

They had been walking rapidly since dawn, and, al- 
thcn^h Burrell's watch showed two o'clock, she re- 
fused to halt for lunch, declaring that the others might 
arrive at any moment ; so down they went to the lower 
end of " No Creek " Lee's location, where Burrell blazed 
a smooth spot on the down-stream side of a tree and 
wrote thereon at Necia's dictation. When he had fin- 
ished, she signed her name, and he witnessed it, then 
paced oS four himdred and forty steps, where he squared 
« spruce-tree, which she marked: "Lower centre end 
stake of tio. i below discovery. Necia Gale, locator." 
She was vastly excited and immensely elated at her 
good-fortune in acquiring the claim next to Lee's, and 
chattered like a magpie, filling the glades with resound- 
ing echoes and dancing about in the bright sunlight 
that filtered through the branches. 

"Now you stake the one below mine," she said. 
"It's just as good, and maybe better — nobody caa 
telL" But he shook his head. 

"I'm not going to stake anything," said he. 
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"You nmstl" she cried, qmckly, the Bparlde dying 
from her eyes. "You said you wouldi or I never would 
have brought you." 

"I merely said I would come with you," he cor- 
rected. "I did not promise to take up a claim, for t 
don't think I ought to do so. If I were a civilian, it 
would be different, but this is government land, and I 
am a part of the government, as it were. Then, too, 
in addition to the question of my right to do it, there 
would be the certainty of making enemies of your 
people, old "No Creek" and the rest, and I can't af< 
ford that now. With you it is different, for you are 
entitled to this ground. After Lee's friends have 
shared in his discovery I may change my mind." 

All arguments and pleading were in vain; be re- 
mained obdurate and insisted on her locating two oth- 
er claims for herself, one on each of the smaller creeks 
where they came together above the house. 

"But nobody ever stakes more than one claim on 
a gulch," objected the girl. "It's a custom of the 
miners." 

"Then well call each one of these branches a Af- 
ferent and separate creek," he said. "The gold was 
carried down one of those smaller streams, and we 
won't take any chances on which one it was. When 
a fellow plays a big game he should play to win, and, 
as this means such a great deal to you, we won't over- 
look any bets." 

Necia consented, and when her three cWms had 
been properly located the couple returned to the 
cabin to get lunch and to await with some foreboding 
the coming of the others and what of good or ill it 
might bring. 
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THB UAGIC OP BEM STARK 

BEFORE the party came in sight, the sound (rf 
their voices reached the cabin, and Burrell tose 
nervously and sauntered to the door. Uncertain how 
this affair might terminate, he chose to get first look 
at his enemies, if they should prove to be such, real- 
izing the advantage that goes to a man who stands 
squarely on both feet. 

The trail came throi^h the brush at the rear, and 
he beard Lee say: 

"This here's the place, boys — ^the shack aia.*t fifty 
yards away." 

"likely looking gulch," Gale was heard to reply, 
in his deep tones — there was a crackle of dead brush, 
a sound as of a man tripping and falling heavily, then 
oaths in a voice that made the Lieutenant start. 

"Ha, hal" laughed Doret. "You mus' be tired, 
Heestaire R-r-unnion, Better you pick up your feet. 
Dat's t'ree tam' you've — " 

They emerged into the open behind the house to 
pause in line back of Lee, who was staring at the stove- 
pipe of his cabin, from which came a wisp of smoke. 
It seemed to Burrell that they held their position tor 
a long time. Then he heard Lee say: 

"Welt, 111 be damned! Somebody's here ahead 
of iw" 
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f^WeVo bees beaten," growled Stark, angrily, pa^ 
Idg past lum and romlng round tbo corner, sn ugly 
look in hii eyea. 

Bnrrell vaa ttanding at eaoe In the door, amokiag, 
one toreann lestdng on the jamb, bia wide ihoaldfiw 
nearly filling tbe entrance. 

"Good -afternoon," he nodded, pleasantly. 

Lee answered him unintelligibly ; Stark said notUng. 
Imt Runnion'a exclamation waa plain. 

"It's that damned blite-bellyl" 

^'When did >v>M get here?" said Stark, after a pmim. 

"A lew hours ago." 

"How did you comef" asked Lee. 

"Black Bear Creek," said the scddier, curtly, at 
irtiidi Runnion broke into profanity. 

"Better hush," Burrell admoniE^ed bim| "there's 
a lady inside," and at that instant Nocia showed her 
laughing face under his ana, while the trader uttered 
her name in amazement. 

"Lunch is ready," she said. "WeVe been e^iec^ 
falg you for quite a while." 

"Ba Gar I Dat's fonny ting for sure," said PutooR. 
"Who tor you "bout dis strite — ehf" 

"Mother; I made her," the girl answered. 

"Take oQ your packs and come in," Burrell fai> 
vited, but Stark strode forward. 

"Hold on a minute. This don't look good to me. 
You say yoiu* mother told you. I suppose yoa'i* 
Old Mao Gale's other daughter — ehi" 

Neda nodded. 

"What time of day was it when you learned about 
Uus?" 

"Cut that out," roughly interjected Gale. "I>» 
fou think I double-crossed youf" 
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The other tamed upon him. 

"It looks that way, and I intend to find oat. To« 
and yesterday you badnt told anybody — " 

"I didn't think about the woman/' said the trader, 
m trifle disconcerted, whereupon Runnioa gave vent 
to an ironical sneer. 

"But here's your girl and this man ahead of oa. I 
■ippose there's others on the way, too." 

"Nonsensel" Burrell cut in. "Don't quarrel about 
this. Miss Gale got wind of your secret, and beat you 
St your own game, so that ends it; but there's plenty 
ot ground left for all of you, and no harm done. No- 
body knows of this strike from us, I can assure you." 

"I call it dam' sleeck work," chuckled the Canadian, 
slipping out of his straps. "De nex' tam' I go etam- 
pedin' I tak' you long, Necia." 

"Me, too," said Lee. "An' now I'm goin' to tear 
into some of them beans I sme l l a bilin' in yonder." 

The others followed, although Stark and Runmoa 
looted black and had little to say. It was an uncom- 
fortable meal — every one was ill at ease; Gale, in par- 
ticular, was quiet, and ate leas than any of them. His 
eyes sought Stark's face &equently. and once the blocd 
left his cheeks and his eyes blazed as he observed the 
gambler eying Necia, gazing at her with the same 
boldness he would have used in scanning a horse. 

"You are a mighty good-looking girl for a 'blood,'" 
lemarked Stark, at last. 

"Thank you," she replied, ^mply, and the soldier's 
VAgaa dislike of the man crystallized into hate on the 
Instant. There was a tone back of his words that 
seemed turned at the trader, Meade thought, but Gale 
showed no sign of it, so the meal was finished in silence, 
after which the five belated prospectors wen*^ out tQ 
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■Kiks their locatioas, for tlie fear of int a nr u ptioo WM 
i^xm them now. 

First they went down-stream, and, according to thdr 
agreement, the trader staked first, followed hj Foteoo 
and Stark, thus throwing Runnion's claim mora thaa 
a mile distant from Lee's discovery. From here they 
went vp the creek to find the girl'a other locations, (me 
on each branch, at which Stark sneeringly remarked 
that she had pre-empted enough ground for a, full- 
grown white woman. 

Runnion'B displeasure was even more open, and he 
tdl into foul-mouthed mutterings, addressing himself 
to Poleoa ao> Stark while the trader waa out (d ear- 
shot. 

"This aSm dont smell right, and I stitl think it'l * 
frame-up." 

"Bahl" jxclaimed Doret. 

"The old man ant the girt on ahead of ua to blaoIsBt 
■11 the good ground. That's what he didt" 

"Dat's fool talk," declared the Frenchman. 

"I'm not so sure," Stark broke in. "You remember 
be hung back and wanted to go slow from the start; 
and didn't he ask us to camp early last night? Looks 
now as if he did it just to give her time to get in first. 
He admitted that he knew the Black Bear trail, and if 
he lied about keeping his mouth shut to the squaw. 
he'd lie about other — " 

"Wait wan minnit," interrupted Foleon, his voios 
as soft as a woman's. "I tot' you dat t know all 'bout 
dis Black Bear Creek, too — ^you 'member, eh? Wal, 
mebbe you t'ink I'm traitor, too. Wat? W*y don' 
you spik out?" 

The three of them were alone, and only the sound ai 

Gale's axe came to them; but at the light in the Cn^ 
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ttadian^ face Runnion hastily disclaimed any Midi 
thought on hia part, and Stark shn^ged his deni^. 

*'I don* know you feller' at all," continued Poleon. 
^'but Ole Man Gale, he's my frien', bo I guess you don* 
[better talk no more lak* dat." 

' "Don't get sore," smd Stark. "I simply say it 
llooks bad.** But 1^ other had turned his back and 
vas walkii^ on. 

There are men quite devoid of the ability to read 
the human face, and Runnion was of this species. 
Moreover, malice was so bitter in his mouth that he 
must have it out, so when they paused to blaze the 
next stake he addressed himself to Stark loud esoogh 
for Poleon to hear. 

"That lieutenant is more of a man than I thonf^t 
he was." 

"How so?" inquired the older man. 

"Well, it takes nerve to steal a girl for one night and 
then face the father; but the old man don't seem to 
mind it any more than she does. I guess he knowi 
what it means, all right." 

Stark latched raucously. "I thought of that n^ 
self," he said. 

"That's probably how Gale got his squaw,** oon- 
ctoded Runnion, with a sneer. 

It seemed a full minute before the Frenchman gave 
sign that he had heard, then a strange cry broke from 
his throat and he began to tremble as if with cold. 
He was no longer the singer of songs or the man yfho 
was forever a boy; the mockit^ anger of a moment 
ago was gone; in its place was a consimiing fury that 
tuclKd the blood from beneath his tan, leaving him 
the pallor of ashes, while his mouth twitched and his 
head rolled slightly from side to side like a palsied old 
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Bum's. The red (^ his lips was blanched, leaving two 

white streaks against a faded, muddy background, 
through which came strange and frightful oaths in a 
bastard tongue. Runnion drew back, fearful, and the 
older man ceased choppii^ and let his axe bang loosely 
In his hand. But evidently Poleon meant no violence, 
for he allowed the passion to run from him freely tmtil 
it had spent its vigor, then said to Rmtnion: 

"M'sieu, eider you are brave man or dam* fboL" 

"What do yon mean, FrencbyF" said the man ad- 
dressed, uneasily. 

"Somebody goin' die for w'at yon say jus' now. 
llebbe it's goin' be yoa, m'asai mebbe it's goin' be 
Urn; 1 can't tetl yet, but I'm hope an' pray it's gain* 
HI you, biccauae I t'ink w'at you say is a lie, an' no- 
body can spik doae kin' of lie "bout Neda Gale." 

He went crashing blindly through the anderbrush, 
Hs head waging, his shoulders slumped loosely for- 
ward like those tA a drunlran man, his lips framing 
words they could not understand. 

When he had disappeaied Ronnioa drew a deep 
breath. 

"I guess I've framed something for Hister Bnrrdl 
this time." 

"You go about it queer," said Stark. "I'd rather 
tackle a gang-saw than a man like Pok»n Doret. Your 
frame-up may work double." 

"Huhl No diance. The soldier was out all ni^^ 
alone with that half-breed girl, and anybody can see 
she's crazy about him. What's the answer F" 

"Well, she's mighty pretty," agreed tbe other, 
^most too pretty for a mixed blood, but yo« cant 
make that Frenchman believe she's wrong." 

--Why, he believes it now," chuckled Rm 
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at least he's jealous, and that's just as good. Thoaa 
two will have trouble before dark. I wish they would 
— then I'd have a chance." 

"Have you got your eye on her, tooP** 

"Surel Do you blame met" 

"No, but she's too good for you." 

"Then she's too good for them. I think 111 enter 
the running." 

"Better stay out," the gambler advised; "you'll havo 
■on feet before you finish. As a matter of fact, I don't 
Hke her father any better than you like her lovers — " 

"Well, it's mutual. I can see Gale hates you like 
pcison." 

" — and I dtm't intend to see him and his tribe hog 
all the best ground hereabouts." 

"They've already done it. You can't stop them." 

Before answering, Stark listened for the trader, bnfc 
evidently Gale had finished his task and returned to 
the shack, for there was neither sign nor sound oi 
Urn. 

"Yes, I can stop them," sfud Stark. "I want the 
ground that girl has staked, and I'm gdng to get it. 
It lies next to Lee's, and it's sure to be rich; ours is 
so far away it may not be worth the recorder's foeB, 
This creek may be as spotted as a coach -dog, to I 
dont intend to tate any chances." 

"She made her locations legally," said Rimmon. 

"You leave that to me. When wilt the other boyi 
be here?" 

"To-morrow morning. I told them to follow about 
four hours behind, and not to run in on us till we had 
finished. They'll camp a few mites dowa the cnd^ 
and be in early." 

"Yoa oouldnt get but three, ehf" 
tot 
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"That'* all I could find who would agce* to giv* 19 
half." 

"Can we count on them?" 

"Huhl" the other grunted. "They worlosd With 
me and Soapy on the Skagway trail." 

"Good. Fivi against three, not countisg the girl 
and the Lieutenant," Stark mused. "Well, that will 
do it." He outlined his plan, then the two returned 
to the cabin to find Lee oxiking supper. Poleon was 
there with the others, but, except for his silence, he 
showed no sign of what bad taken place that afternoon. 

Stark developed a loquacious mood after Bt:q}per, 
devoting himself entirely to Neda, in whom he seemed 
to take great interest. He was an ei^aging talker, 
with a peculiar knack of suggestion in story-telling — 
an imconsdous halting and elusiveneBS that told more 
than words could express — and, knowing his West so 
well, he fascinated the girl, who bung upon his tales 
with flattering eagerness. 

Poleon had finished several pipes, and now sat in 
tira shadows in the open doorway, apparently tired 
and dejected, though his eyes shone like diamonds 
and roved from one to the other. Half unconsciously 
he heard Stark saying: 

"Thia girl was about your size, but not so dark. 
However, you remind me of her in some ways — that's 
why it puts her in my mind, I supposa. She was 
about your age at the time — nineteen." 

"Oh, I'm not eighteen yet," said Neda. 

"Well, she was a fine woman, anyhow, the best that 
ever set foot in Chandon, and there was a great deal 
of talk when she chose young Beimett over the Gay- 
lord man, for Bennett had been running second beat 
from the start, and everybody thought it was Kttled 
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hetween Iier and tha other one. However, tbey iven 
married quietly." 

The story did not interest the Canadian ; his mind WM 
tn too great Station to care for dead tales; his heart 
burned within him too fiercely, and he felt too great a 
desire to put his hands to work. As he watched Bui^ 
tell and Runnion bend over the table looking at a lit- 
tle can of gold-dust that t-ee had talnn from under 
bis bunk, his eyes grew red and bloodshot beneath his 
hot-britn. Which one of the two would it be, he won- 
dered. From the comer of his eye he saw Qale riw 
from Lee's bed, where he had stretched himself to 
eaaoks, and take his six-shooter from his belt, then n* 
move the knotted bandanna from his neck, and begin 
to clean the gun, his head bowed over it earnestly, hil 
fooe in the shadow. He had ever been a careful and 
methodical man, reflected Poleon, and evidently would 
not go to sleep with his fire-arm in bad condition. 

"Nobody imagined that Gaylord would cause 
trouble," Stark was saying, "for he didn't seem to be 
a jealous sort, just stupid and kind of heavy-witted; 
but Qoe night he took tidvantage of Bennett's absence 
md sneaked op to the house." The story-teller paused, 
and Necia, who was under the spell of h^ recital, urged 
blm on: 

"Yes, yes. What happened thenf Go on." Bufe 
Stark stared gloomily at Ms hands, and held bis ailence 
for a full minute, the tale appearing to have awakened 
more than a fieeting interest in him. 

" It was one of the worst killings that ever happened 
In those parts," he continued. "Bennett came back 
to find bis wife murdered and the kid gone." 

**Ohl" said the girl, in a shocked voice. 

^Ycit there was the deuce of a time. The town 
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tOBB np in a body, and we — you Bee, I happened to ba 
there — ^we followed the man for weeks. We trailed 
him and the kid clear over into the Nevada desert 
where we lost them." 

"Poor man I" 

^Poor man ?" The story-teller raised hii eyes and 
IftUghed sinisterly. "I don't see where that oometin." 

"And you never caught him?" 

"No. Not yet." 

"He died of thirst in the desert, maybe, he and th» 
fittle one.'' 

"That's what we thought at the time, but I dont 
believe it now." 

"How so?" 

"Well, I've crosBcd his trail since then. No. G«7> 
lord is alive to-day, and so is the girl. Some time well 
meet — " His voice gave out, and he stared again at 
the floor, 

"Couldn't the little girl be traced?" said Neda. 
"What was her name?" 

Stark made to speak, but the word was never uttered, 
for there came a deafenii^ roar that caused Lee's 
candle to leap and flicker and the air inside the cabin 
to strike the occupants like a blow. Instantly there 
was confusion, and each man sprang to his feet crying 
out aSrightedly, for the noise had come with utter 
unexpectedness. 

"My God, I've killed him I" cried Gale, and with one 
jump he cleared half the room and was beside Stark, 
while his revolver lay on the floor where he had been 
sitting. 

"What is it?" exclaimed Bnrrell; but there was 
no need to ask, for powder - smol% was b^:inning to 
jII the jtoom and the trader's face gave answer. It 
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«M wbiter thui tnat of his dai^hter, whc had OQudied 
fearfully ^;aii»t the wall, and he shook Uke a man 
with ague. But Static stood unhurt, and more com- 
posed than .iny of them; following the first bound 
from his chair, he bad relapsed into hia customary 
quiet. There had blazed up one momentary fiash ot 
•uspidui and anger, but it died straightway, let oc 
man could have beheld the trader and not felt con- 
trition. His condition was pitiable, and the sight of 
a strong man overcome is not pleasant; when it was 
seen thkt no harm had been done the others strove to 
make light of the accident. 

"Get tt^ether, all of youl It's nothing to be ex- 
cited over," said Stark. 

"How did it happen?" Runnion finally asked Gale, 
who had sunk limply upon the edge of the bunk; but 
when the old man undertook to answer his words were 
unintelligible, and he shook his head helplessly. 

Stark laid his finger on the hole that ^e bullet had 
bored in the log close to where he was sitting, and 
laughed. 

"Never mind, old man, it missed me by six inches. 
You know there never was a bullet that could Idll me. 
I*m six-shooter proof." 

"Wha'd I tell you?" triumphantly eiaculated Lee, 
turning his one eye upon the Lieutenant. "You 
laughed at me, didn't you?" 

"I'm beginning to beheve it myself," declared the 
soldier, 

"It's a dnch," said Stark, positively. 

Doret, of all in the cabin, had said nothing. Seated 

apart from the others, he had seen the '.oiair from a 

distance, as it were, and now ster^d to the bed to 

^7 his hand on Gale's shoulder. 

los 
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^Bnu» up, Jolmt Sacr£ blral Your tace look laV 
flour. Come outside an' get li'l* air," 

"It will do you good, father," ut^ged Neda. 

The trader silently rose, picked up his hat, and 
shambled out into the ni^t behind the Frenchman. 

"The old man takes it hard," said Lee, BtiRifing his 
head, and Burrell remarlffid: 

" I've seen things lii^ that in army quarters, and the 
fellow who accidentally dist^iarges his gun invariably 
gets a greater shock than his companion." 

"I call it damned careless, begging your pardon, 
IGss Necia," said Runnion. 

Poleon led his friend down the trail for half a mile 
without speaking, till Gale had regained a grip of him- 
self and muttered, finally: 

"I never did such a thing before, Poleon, never in 
all my life.** 

The young man turned squarely and faced him, ths 
starlight illumining their faces d^y. 

"Why?" said Doret. 

"Why?" echoed Gale, with a start. "Well* because 
I'm caiiful, I suppose." 

"Why?" insisted the Frenchman. 

"I — I — I — What do you mean?" 

"Don' lie wit' me, John. I'm happen to be watch 
you undemeat' my hat w'en you turn xotm' for see ii 
anybody lookia'." 

"You saw?" 

*'Yes." 

"I thought you were asleep," said Gala. 
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IN every community, be it never so small, there an 
undesirable citizens; and, while the little party was 
still at breakfast on the following morning, three such 
members of society came around the cabin and let 
fall their packs, greetix^ the occupants boisterously. 

"Welt, well!" said Lee, coming to the door. "You're 
travellin' kind of early, ain't you?" 

"Yes — early and late," one of them Iau|^ied, white 
the other two sprawled about as if to rest. 

"How far are you goin'?" 

"Not far," the spokesman answered. 

Now in the North there is one formality that nmsb 
be observed with friend or enemy, and, though Lee 
knew these men for what they were, be said: 

"Better have some breakfast, anyhow." 

"We just ate." There was an uncomfortable pause, 
th«i the speal^r continued: "Look here. It's no use 
to flush around. We want a piece of this creek." 

"What are you goin' to do with it?" 

"Cut th*t out, Lee. We're on." 

"Who wised you up to this?" inquired the miner, 
cogrily, for he had other friends besides those (absent 
whom he wished to profit by this strike, and he had 
lu^d to keep out this scum. 

" Never mindwho put us Jerry. We'rehere.ain'twe?'* 
to7 
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Stark spola up. "Yoa can't keep nem ol a gold 
strike when the wind blows, Lee. It travels on tha 
t>reeze." 

The harm was done, and there was no use in con- 
cealment, so Lee reluctantly told them of his discovery 
and warned them of the stakes already placed, 

*'And see here, you fellers," he concluded, ''I've 
been forty years at this gam& and never had a creek 
named after me, but this one is goin' to be called ' " No 
Creek " Lee Creek ' or I fight. Does it go ?" 

"Sure, that's a good name, and we'll vote for it." 

"Then go as far as you like," said the miner, di9< 
missing them curtly, 

"I'll step along with the boys and show them where 
our upper stakes are," volunteered Stark, and Runnion 
offered to do the same, adding that it were best to 
make sure of no conSict so early in the game. Thtt 
five disappeared into the woods, leaving the others at 
the cabin to make preparations for the homeward trip. 

"That man who did the talking is a tin-horn gan^ 
bier who drifted in a month ago, the same as Runnion, 
and the others ain't much better," said Gale, when they 
had gone. "Seems like the crooks always beat the 
straight men in." 

"Never knowed it to fail," Lee f^reed. "There's 
a dozen good men in camp I'd lite to see in on this find, 
but it 11 be too late 'gin we get back." 

"Dose biun an' saloon feller got all de bes' claims at 
Klondike," said Poleon. "I guess it's goin* be de 
same here." 

"I don't like the look of this," observed the Lieu- 
tenant, thoughtfully. " I'm afraid there's some kind of 
a job on foot." 

-'There's nothing they can do* Gale answered. 
toS 
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'(We've got our ground staked out, and it's up to them 
to choose what'a left." 

They were nearly ready to set out for Plambea« 
irben the five men returned. 

"Before you go," said Stark, "I think we'd better 
organize our mining district. There are enough pres- 
ent to do it." 

^ We can make the kind of laws we want before the 
fai^ comes along," Runnion chimed in, " and elect a 
mocker who will ^ve us a square deal." 

"1*11 agree if we give Lee the job," said Gale. "It's 
tmning to him as the discoverer, and I reckon the money 
will be handy, seeing the hard luck he's played in," 

-'That's ^reeable to me," Stark replied, and pro- 
ceeded forthwith to call a miners' meeting, being him- 
■elf straightway nominated as chainnan by one of the 
strangers. There was no objection, so he went in, as 
did Lee, who was made secretary, with instructions to 
write out the business of the meeting, together with the 
by-laws as they were passed. 

The group assembled in the cleared space before the 
cabin to make rules and regulations governing the di»- 
trict, for it is a custom in all mining sections removed 
from authority for the property holders thus to make 
local laws governing the ^ze of claims, the amount of 
assessment work, the size^of the recorder's fees, the 
character of those who may hold mines, and such other 
questions as arise to afiect their personal or property 
interests. In the days prior to the establishment of 
courts and the adoption of a code of laws for Alaska, 
the entire country was governed in this way, even to 
the adjudication of criminal actions. It was the primi- 
tive majority rule that prevails in every new land, and 
the courts later rect^nized and approved the laws ao 
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nade and admiiiiBtered, even when thej dIfEered In 
every district, and even when these statutes wen 
often grotesque and ridiculous. As a whole, however, 
they were direct in their effect uid worked no hardship; 
in fact, government by miners' meeting is looked upon 
to this day, by those who lived under it, as vastly superior 
to the complicated machinery which later took its place. 

The law permits six or more people to organize a 
minii^ district and adopt articles of government, an 
tiiis instance was quite ordinary and proper. 

Lee had come by his learning slowly, and he wrote 
after the fashion of a school-boy, who views his cluuv 
acters from every angle and follows their intricacies 
with corresponding movements of the tongue, hence 
the business of the meeting progressed slowly. 

It was of wondrous interest to Neda to be an in- 
tegral part of such important matters, and she took 
pride in voting on every question; but Burrell, who 
observed the proceedings from neutral ground, could 
not shalffi off the notion that all was not right. Things 
moved too smoothly. It looked as if there had been 
a rehearsal. Poleon and the trader, however, seemed 
not to notice it, and Lee was wallowing to the waist 
in his own troubles, so the young man kept his eye* 
open and waited. 

The surprise came when tfaey had completed the 
organization of the district and had nearly finished 
adopting by-laws. It was 80 boldly attempted and 
so crude in its working-out that it seemed almost 
laughable to the soldier, until he saw these men were 
in deadly earnest and animated by the crudest of 
motives. Moreover, it showed the first glimpse of 
Stark's spite against the trader, which the Ueutenast 
had divined. 
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ftumilon moved the adoption of a rule that no wom- 
en be allowed to locate mining claims, and one <rf tbs 
strangers seconded it. 

"What's that?" said Lee, raising his one eye from 
the note-book in which he was transcribing. 

"It isn't right to let women in on a man's game,** 
■aid Runnion. 

"That's my idea," echoed the seconder. 

"I s'pose this is aimed at my girl," said Gale, spring- 
ing to his feet. "I might have known yon bums were 
mp to some crool^ work." 

Foleon likewise rose and nmged himself with the 
trader. 

"Ba Garl I don' stan' for dat," said he, excitedly, 
"You want for jump Necia's claims, eh?" 

**As long as I'm chairman we'll have no rot^h 
work," declared Stark, glaring at them. "If you 
want trouble, you two, I reckon you can have it, but, 
whether you do or not, the majority is going to rule, 
and we'll make what laws we want to." 

He took no pains now to mask his dislike of Gale, 
who began to move towards him in his do^^d. reso- 
lute way- Necia, observing them, hastened to her 
father's ^de. for that which she sensed in the bearing 
of both men quite overcame her indignation at this 
blow against herself. 

"No, no, don't have any trouble," she pleaded, as 
she clung to the trader. "For my sake, daddy, sit 
down." Thenshewhisperedfiercelyintohisear;"Can't 
you see he's trying to make you fight? There's too 
many of them. WaitI Waitt" 

Burrell attempted to speak, but Stark, i^io was 
presiding, turned upon him fiercely: 

"Now this is on4 time when you can't butt in* 



jbyGoogIc 



THE BAKRIBE 

ISx. Soldier Kan. This is our budneas. Is that 
plfun 7" 

The lieutenant realized that he had no place in this 
discussion, and yet their move was so openly brazen 
that he could restrain himself with difficulty. A mo- 
ment later he saw the futility of interference, when 
Stark continued, addressing the trader; 

"This isn't aimed at you in particular. Gale, nor at 
your girl, for a motion to disqualify her isn't n 
She isn't old enough to hold mining property." 

"She's eighteen," declared the trader. 

"Not according to ker story." 

"Well, I can Iceep her claims for her till she getl 
of age." 

"We've just fixed it so you can't," grinned Runnion, 
cunnii^ly. "No man can hold more than one claiin 
on a creek. You voted for that youraelf." 

Too late. Gale saw the trick by which Stark had 
used him to rob his own daughter. If be and hii 
two friends had declined to be a part of this meeting, 
the others could not have held It, and before another 
assembly could have been called the creek would have 
been staked from end to end, from rim to rim, by honest 
men, over whom no such action could pass; but, as it 
was, his own votes had been used to sew him up in a 
mesh of motions and resolutions. 

"No Creek" Lee had the name of a man slow in 
speech and action, and one who roused himself to 
anger deliberately, much as a serpent stings itself into 
a painful fury ; but now it was apparent that he was 
boiling over, for he stammered and halted and blurted 
explosively. 

"You're a bimch of rascals, all of you, tryin' to down 
a pore girl and get her ground; but who put ye wise 
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to tbis thing. in the first place? Who fotind this gold F 
Just because there's enough of you to vote that mo- 
tion through, that don't make it legal, not by a 
damned sight, and it won't hold, becatise I won't write 
it in the book. You — you — " He glared at them 
malevolently, searching his mind for an epithet eu£S- 
ciently vile, and, finding it, spat it out — "dress- 
malrersl" 

So this was why both Stark and Runnion had gone 
up the creek with the three new men, thought Burrell. 
No doubt they had deliberately arranged the whole thing 
so that the new arrivals could immediately relocate each 
of Necia's claims — the pick of all the ground outside 
Lee's discovery, and the surest to be valuable — and that 
Stark would ^are in the robbery. He or Runnion, or 
both of them, had broken Lee's oath of secrecy even 
before leaving camp, which accounted for the presence 
of these thugs; and now, as he revolved the situation 
rapidly in his mind, the soldier looked up at a sudden 
thought. Foleon had begun to speak, and from his 
appearance it seemed possible that he might not cease 
with words; moreover, it was further evident that 
they were all intent on the exdted Frenchman and had 
no eyes for the Lieutenant. Carefully slipping around 
the corner of the cabin, and keeping the house between 
him and the others, Burrell broke into a swift run, mak' 
ing the utmost possible speed for fear they should 
miss Mm and guess his purpose, or, worse yet, finish 
their discussion and adjourn before he could complete 
his task. He was a tight man on his feet, and he dodged 
through the forest, running more carelessly the farther 
he went, visiting first the upper claims, then, making a 
wide d^our of the cabin, he came back to the initial 
■take of Necia's lower claim, staggering from his 
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exntionB, his lungs bursting from the stntin. He had 
covered nearly a mile, but, even bo, he latched grimly 
as be walked back towards the cabin, for it was a game 
worth playing, and be was glad to take a hand on the 
side of the trader and the girl. Comii^ within earshot, 
be heard the meeting vote to adjourn. It could not 
have terminated more opportunely had he held a stop- 
watch on it. 

From the look of triumph on Runnion's face, the 
Lieutenant needed no glance at Gale or Poleon or 
Necia to know that the will of the majority had pre- 
vailed, and that the girl's importunities had restrained 
her advocates from a resort to violence. She looked 
very forlorn, like a little child just robbed and deceived, 
with the shock of its first great disillusionment stall 
fresh in its eyes. 

Rimnion addressed the other conspirators loudly. 

"Well, boys, there are three good claims open for 
relocation. I'm sorry I can't stake one of them." 

"They won't lie open long," said one of the un- 
desirable citizens, starting to turn down-ctream while 
Ms two companions made for the opposite direction. 
But Burrell stopped them. 

"Too late, boys. Your little game went wrong. 
Nowl Nowl Don't get excited. Whewl Ihadquite 
a nm,'* 

Gale paused In his tracks and looked Kt the young 
man queer ly. 

"Wbat do you mean?" 

"I've jumped those claims myself." 

"You jumped them!" cried Necia. 

"Surel I changed my mind about staking. " 

"It's a liel" cried Ruimion, at which Bunetl i 
CO him. 

"4 
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"I've been vaitli^ for thii, Rnnnioa— ever daoa 
jroit came back. Now — " 

"I mean you haven't had time," the other tem- 
porized, hurriedly. 

"Ob, that sounds better! If you don't believe me 
take a look for yourself; you'll find my notice just be- 
neath Miss Gale's." Then to "No Creek " Lee he con- 
tinued, "Kindly record them for me so there will be 
no question of priority." 

"111 be damned if I dot" said the belligerent record- 
er. "You're worse 'n these crooks. That ground be- 
longs to Neda Gale." 

Up to this time Stark had remained silent, his im- 
passive face betraying not a shadow of ch^;rin, for 
be was a good loser; but now he spoke at large. 

"Anybody who thinks the American army is aaleep 
is crazy." Then to Burrell, "You certainly are a nice 
young man to double-cross your friends like that." 

"You're no friend of mine," Meade retorted. 

"I? What do you mean?" 

"I double-crossed you. Stark, nobody else." 

The Kentucldan glared at him with a look like that 
iriudi Runnion had seen in his face on that first day 
at the trading-post. The thoi^ht of these five men 
twoded together to rob this little maid had caused a 
giddiness to rise up in him. and his passions were be- 
ginning to whirl and dance. 

"There's no use mouthing words about it," said he. 
''These thugs are your tools, and you tried to steal 
that groiuid because it's sure to be rich." 

Stark exclaimed angrily, but the other gave him 
no time to break in. 

"Now, don't get rough, because tJutt is my game, 

aoad I'd be pleased enough to takeyoubackapriaoner.** 

>»5 
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Then mrning to Lee, he said: "Dtui't main me Com 
you to record my locations. I staked those cla>ms for 
Miss Gtale, and 111 deed them to her vhes tue tunia 



Poleon Doret called to Rimnion: "M'Bten,yDU 'mem* 
ber w'at I tol' you yestidday f I'm b^in for t'ink it's 
goin' be you." 

Tbe man paled in his anger, but said nothing. Necia 
dapped her hands gleefully. 

Seidng that the game had gone s^nst him. Stark 
got his feelings under control quickly, and shiu^ed hifl 
shoulders as he turned away. 

"You're in the wrong, Lieutenant," he remarked; 
"but I don't want any trouble. You've got the law 
vith you." Then to Runnion and the others he said. 
"Well, I'm ready to hit the trail." 

When they had shouldered their packs and disap- 
peared down the valley. Gale held out his hand to the 
soldier. "Young man, I reckon you and I will be. 
Iriends." 

■"Thank you," said Burrell, taking the offer 0/ friend- 
ship which he knew was genuine at last. 

-"I'm in on thati" said "No Creek" Lee; "you're all 
right 1" 

Poleon had been watching Stark's party disappear, 
but now he turned and addressed the young soldier. 

"You mak' some enemies to-day, M'^eu." 

"That's right," agreed Lee. "Ben Stark will never 
let up on you now." 

"Very well, that U his privilege." 

"You don't savvy what it means to get him dowa 
on you," insisted Lee. "Hell frame things up to suit 
himself, then pick a row with you. He's the quick- 
est man on a trigger in the West, but he woa't nevec 
S16 
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MuHoi no open i^y, only just devil the life out of yoa 
with little thii^ till you fiare up, then he'll down yon. 
That's how he killed the gold conunissionei back ia 
British Columbia," 

Necia had said little so far. but the look in her eyes 
repaid the soldier for his undertaking in her behalf, and 
for any mischief that might ensue from it. She came 
forward and laid her hands upon his. 

"Promise that you won't have trouble with him,'* 
die be^^ed, anxiously, "for it's all my fault, and I'd 
— ^I'd always blame myself if any hurt came to yoiu 
Promise! Won't you?" 

"I?on't worry, daughter," reassured Gale, "There's 
Rothing Stark can do, and whatever happens we're 
with the Lieutenant. He's our kind of people." 

Burrell liked this grizzled old fellow with the watch- 
ful eyes, and was glad now that he could grip bis hand 
and face him squarely with no guilt upon his con- 
science. 

By this time Doret had finished with their blankets, 
and the four set out for town, but instead of following 
the others they accepted Necia as guide and chose the 
trail to Black Bear Creek. They had not gone far be- 
fore she took occa^on to lag behind with the Lieutenant. 

"1 couldn't thank you before all those people — ^they 
VDuld have read our secret — but you know how I feel, 
don't you, Meade i" 

•'Whyl It was a simple thing — " 

*'It was splendid when you defied them. My, what 
a fierce you are I Oh, boy ! What if something should 
happen to you over thisi" 

"But there's no chance. It's all done, and you'll 
have your fine dresses and be able to hold your nose 
jnst as high as you want." 
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^Whatever 1 get I vill owe to yon. I— I've t)CM 
thinking. Suppose — well, suppose you keep two cC 
those claims; they are sure to be rich — " 

-'Why, Necial" he exclaimed. 

"They're yours, and I have no right to them tindes 
the law. Of course it would be very handsome of 
you to give me one — the poorest." 

"You ought to have your ears boxed," be laughed 
at her. 

■'I oon't see -vrhj. You — you— «ay be very poo(« 
lor all I know." 

**I am," he declared, "but not poor enough to taUt 
payment for a t&vor." 

"Well, then, if they are really mine to do with M I 
please, ni sell one to you — " 

"Thanks. I couldn't avail myself at the t^er," he 
said, with mock hauteur, 

"If you wece a business mas instead of a fighting 
person you would listen to my proposition before 
you declined it. I'll make the price right, and you 
may pay me when we get behind yonder clump of 
bu^es." She pouted her lips invitingly, but he de- 
clared she was a minor and as such her bai^aiii would 
not hold. 

It was evidently her mood to re-enter the land o( 
irtiims and travel again, as they had on the way from 
town, but he knew that for him such a thing could 
not be, for his eyes had cleared since then. He knew 
that he could never agun wandftr throt^h the happy 
valley, for be vowed this maid should be no plaything 
for him or for any other man, and as there could be 
no honorable end to this affair, it must terminate at 
once. Just how this was to be consummated he had 
sot determined as yet, nor did he like to set about itB 
ii8 



jbyGoogIc 



TBB EMIFB 

nhtHon, It Intrt liim so to think d lodng her. Haw> 

•*er, she was very young, only a child, and in tiiiw 
would come to count him but a memory, no doubt; 
while as for him — well, it would be hard to forget her, 
but he could and would. He reasoned glibly that this 
was the only honest course, and his reasoning con- 
vinced him; then, alt of a sudden, the pressure of her 
warm lips came upon him and the remembrance upset 
every premise and process of his I<^c. Nevertheless^ 
he was honest in his stubborn detenoination to coo- 
dude the affair, and finally decided to let time show 
him the way. 

She seemed to be very happy, her mood being in 
marked contrast to that of Poleon and the trader, 
both of whom had fallen silent and gloomy, and in 
idiom the hours wrought no change. The latter bad 
tacitly acknowledged his treachery towards Stark on 
the previous night, but beyond that he would not go, 
ofiering no motive, excuse, or explanation, choosing to 
stand in the eyes of his friend as an intended murderer, 
notwithstanding which Poleon let the matter drop— for 
was not his friend a good man ? Had he not been tried 
in a hundred ways ? The young Frenchman knew there 
ouist have been strong reason for Gale's outburst, and 
was content to trust him without puzzling his mind to 
discover the cause of it. 

Now, a secret must either grow or die — ^there is no 
tallow age for it — and this one had lived with Gale 
for fifteen years, until it had made an old man of him. 
It weighed him down until the desire to be rid of it 
almost became overpowering at times; but his cautioA 
was ingrained and powerful, and so it was that be 
resisted the temptation to confide in his partner, al- 
though the effort left him tit»d and inert The only 
• iig 
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one to vfaom he could talk was Allima— she under* 
••tood, and thot^h she might not help, the sound ot his 
own voice at least always afforded him some relief. 

As to Poleon, no one had ever seen him thus. Never 
tn all his life of dream and song and romance had he 
known a heavy heart imtil now, for if at times he had 
wept lil(» a girl, it was at the hurts of others. He had 
loved a bit and gambled much, with equal roisfortune. 
And the next day he had forgotten. He had lived the 
free, clean life of a man who wins joyously or goee 
down with defiance in his throat, but this venomous 
thing that Rtmnion had planted in him had seeped 
and circulated throi^h his being until every fibre was 
penetrated with a bitter poison. Most of his troubles 
could be grappled with Dare hands, but here was one 
against which force would not avail, hence he was un< 
happy. 

The party reached Flambeau on the following day, 
su£5ciently ahead of Stark and his men for Lee to 
make known his find to his friends, and by sunset the 
place was depopulated, while a line of men could be 
wen creeping slowly up the valleys, 

tiale found Alltma in charge of the store, but no 
}pporttmity of talking alone with her occurred until 
late in the evening, after Neda had put the two little 
ones to bed and had followed them wearily. Then he 
told his squaw. She took the news better than he 
expected, and showed no emotion such as other women 
would have displayed, even when he told her of the 
gunshot. Instead, she inquired: 

"Why did you try it there before all those others?" 

"Well, wher\ I heard him talking, the wish to kill 
lum was more than I could stand, and it came on ma 
all at once, ao that I was mad, I suppose. I neTor 
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did tbe Uln before." He haU ibuddeved at ibt 



"I am aony," she said. 

"YesI So am I." 

"Sorry that you failed, for you ^tl never have as 
good a chance ag^n. What was the matter with your 
aim? I have seen you hit a knot-hole, shooting from 
the hip." 

"The man is charmed," declared Gale. ''He's bul< 
let-proof." 

"There are people," she agreed, "that a gunshot 
win not injure. There was a man like that among my 
people — my father's enemy — ^but he was not proof 
agEunst steel." 

"Your old man knifed him, eh?" 

She nodded. 

"Ugh!" the man shivered. "I cotildn't do that. 
A gun is a straight man's friend, but a knife is the 
veapon of traitors. I couldn't drive it home." 

"Does this man suspect?" 

"No." 

•*Then it is child's play. We will lay a trap." 

"No, by God!" Gale interrupted her hotly. "I 
tried that kind of work, and it won't do. I'm no 
murderer." 

"Those are only words," SEud the woman, quietly. 
"To kill your enemy is the law." 

The only light in the room came from the stove, a 
great iron cylinder made from a coal-oil tank that lay 
on a rectangular bed of sand held inside of four timbers, 
with a door in one end to take whole lengths of cord< 
wood, and which, being open, lit the space in front, 
throwing the sides and comers of the place into blacketf 
mystery. 
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When be made no answer the aquaw dipped ottk 
Into the shadows, leaving him staring into the flames, 
to return a moment later bearing something in hec 
bands, which she placed in his. It was a knife in a 
scabbard, old and worn. 

"There la no rn^c that can turn bri^^t steel," 
■be said, then squatted again in the dimness outside rd 
the firelight. Gale slid the case from the long blade 
and held it in his palm, letting the firelight flicker on 
it. He balanced it and tested the feel of its handle 
against his palm, then tried the ed^ of it with his 
tbumb-nail, and found it honed like a razor. 

"A child could kill with it," said Alluna. "Both 
edges of the blade are so thin that a finger's weight 
will bury it. One should hold the wrist firmly till it 
pierces through the coat, that is all — after that the 
flesh takes it easily, like butter." 

The glancing, glinting light flashing from the deadly 
tbii:^ seemed to fascinate the man, for be held it a 
long while ^lently. Then be spoke. 

"For fifteen years I've been a hatmted man, with s 
soul like a dark and dismal garret peopled with bats 
and varmints that Sap and flutter all the time. I used 
to figger that if I killed this man I'd kill that memory, 
too, and those flitting, noiseless things would leave 
me, but the thought of doing it made me afraid every 
time, so I ran away, which never did no good — you 
can't outfoot a memory — and I knew all the wbile 
that we'd meet sooner or later. Now that the day is 
here at last, I'm not ready for it. I'd like to run sway 
again if there was any place to run to, but I've followed 
frontiers till I've seen them disappear one by one; I've 
retreated till my back is against the Circle, and there 
isn't any further land to go to. All the time I*vs 
iss 
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prayed and planned for this meeting, and yet — ^I*oi 
undecided." 

"IQll himi" said Alluna. 

"God knovs I've always hated trouble, whereas it's 
vhat he lives on. I've always imnted to die in bed, 
while he's been a killer all his life and the smoke hangs 
forever in his eyes. Only for an accident we naight 
have lived here all our days and never had a 'run-in,' 
which malKS me wonder if I hadn't better let things 
go on as they are." 

"Kill him( It is the law," repeated Alluna, stub- 
bornly, but he put her aside with a slow shake of the 
head and arose as if very tired. 

"No! I don't think I can do it— not in cold blood, 
anyhow. Good-nightl I'm g<^ng to sleep on it." 
He crossed to the door of his room, but as he went 
■be noted that he slipped the knife and scabbard in* 
«de the boe(»n o( his ahirt 
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THB AWAKBNINO 

EARLY the next mommg Corporal Thomas cams 
into the store and found Neda tending it while 
Gale was out. Ever since the day ^e had ques- 
tioaed him about Burrell, this old man had talon 
-every occasion to talk with the girl, and when he 
asked her this morning about the reports concerning 
Z>ee*s strike, she told him of her trip, and all that 
had occurred, 

\ "You see, I'm a mine-owner now," she concluded. 
'If it hadn't been a secret I would have told you 
before I went so you could have been one of the 
first." 

"I'm gdn', anyhow," he said, "if the Lieutenant 
will let me and if it's not too late." 

Then she told him of the trail by Black Bear Creek 
which would save him several hours. 

"So that's how you and he made it?" he observed, 
gazing at her shrewdly. "I supposed you went with 
your father?" 

"Oh, no] We beat him in," she said, and fell to 
musing at the memory of those hours passed alone with 
Meade, while her eyes shone and her cheeks glowed. 
The Corporal saw Uie look, and it bore out a theory 
he had formed during the past month, so, as he lin- 
gered, he set about a task that had lain in his mind 
134 
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for some time. As a rule he vaa not a careful man in 
his speech, and the delicacy of this manceuvre taxed 
his ingenuity to the utmost, for he loved the girl and 
ieared to say too much. 

"The Lieutenant is a smart young fellow," he be- 
gan; "and it was sUck work jumpin' all those claims.' 
It's just hke him to befriend a girl like you — I've seen 
him do it before — " 

"What!" exclaimed Neda, "befriend other ^Is?" 

"Or things just like it. He's always doing favors 
that get him into trouble." 

"This couldn't cause him trouble, could it, outside 
vl Stark's and Runnion's grudge?" 

"No, I reckon not," assented the Corporal, groping 
Idindly for some way of expres^g what he wished 
to eay, "Except, of course, it might catise a lot of 
talk at headquarters when it's known what he's done 
for you and how he done it. I heard something abotiV 
it down the street this morning, so I'm afraid it will 
get to St. Michael's, and then to his folks." He real- 
ized that he was not getting on well, for the task was 
harder than he had imagined. 

"I don't understand," said Necia. "He hasn't done 
anything that any man wouldn't do tmder the same 



"No man's got a right to make folks talk about a 
nice girl," said the Corporal; "and tne feller that told 
me about it said he reckoned you two was in love." 
He hiirried along now without offering her a chance 
to speak. "Of course, that had to be caught up quick; 
you're too fine a girl for that." 

"Too fine?" Neda laughed. 

"I mean you're too fine and good to let him put 

you in wrong, just as he's too fine a fellow and got 
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too much ahead of him to make what his people would 
call a messy-alliance." 

"Would his people object to — to such a thing?" 
questioned the girl. They were alone in the store, and 
so they could talk freely. "I'm just supposing, yon 
know." 

"Oh,Lord! Tr«*U they object?" Corporal Thomaa 
laughed in a highly artificial manner that made Necia 
bridle and draw herself up indignantly, 

"Why should they, I'd Uke to know? I'm just as 
pretty as other girls, and I'm just as good. I know 
just as much as they do, too, except — about certain 
things." 

"You sure are all of that and more, too," the Cor- 
poral declared, heartily, "but if you knowed more 
about things outside you'd understand why it ain't 
possible. I can't tell you without hurtin' your feel- 
in's, and I hke you too much for that, Miss Necia. 
Seems as if I'm almost a daddy to you, and I've only 
knowed you for a few weeks — " 

"Go ^ead and tell me; I won't be ofEended," in- 
sisted the girl. "YouMtMjfc Idon't knowmuch about 
such things, for I've hved all my life with men hke 
father and Poleon, and the priests at the Mission, who 
treat me just Uke one of themselves. But somebody 
will want to marry me some day, I suppose, so I ou^t 
to know what is wrong with me." She flushed up 
darkly under her brown cheeks. 

The feeling came over Corporal Thomas that he had 
hurt a helpless animal of some gentle kind; that hs 
was bungling his work, and that he was not of the 
cahbre to go into the social amenities. He began to 
perspire uncomfortably, but went on, doggedly: 

"I'm goin" to tell you a story, not becaiue it applie* 
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to lieutenaot Burrell. or because he's in love with ycnt, 
which of course he ain't any more than you be with 

"Of course," said the ^1. 

" — but just to show you what I mean. It was a 
good long spell ago, when I was at Fort Supply, 
which was the frontier in them days like this is now. 
We freighted in from Dodge City with bull teams, and 
it was sure the fringe of the frontier; no women — no 
society — nothin' much except a fort, a lot of Injuns, 
and a few officials with their wives and families. Now 
them kind of places is all right for married men, but 
they're tough sleddin' for single ones, and after a while 
a feller gets awful careless about himself; he seems to 
go backward and run down mighty quick when he gets 
away from civilization and his people and restaurants 
and such things; he gets plumb reckless and foi^tful 
of what's what. Well, there was a captain with us, a 
young feller that looked hke the Lieutenant here, and 
a good deal the same sort — h^h-tempered and chiv- 
o/rious and all that sort of thing ; a West-Pointer, too, 
good family and all that, and, what's more, a captain 
at twenty-five. Now, our head freighter was married 
to a squaw, or leastways he had been, but in them 
days nobody thought much of it any more than they 
do up here now, and particularly because he'd had a 
government contract for a long while, ran a trig gang 
of men and critters, and had made a lot of money. 
Likewise he had a ^rl, who Uved at the fort, and was 
mighty nice to look at, and restful to the eye after a 
year or so of cactus-trees and mesquite and buffalo- 
grass. She was tmoe as nice and twice as pretty as 
the women at the post, and as for money— well, her 
dad could have bought and sold all the officers in a 
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famp; but they and their wives looked down tm her, 

and she didn't mix with them none whatever. To 
make it short, the captain married her. Seemed liks 
<be got disregardful c^ everything, and the hunger to 
have a woman just overpowered him. She'd been 
courted by every sii^le man for four hundred miles 
around. She was pretty and full of fire, and they 
was both of an e^ to love hard, so Jefferson swore he'd 
make the other women take her; but soldierin' is a heap 
different from any other profesdon, and the army has 
got its own traditions. The plan wouldn't work, By- 
and-by the captain got tired of tryii^, and gave up 
the attempt — just devoted himself to her — and then 
we was transferred, all but him. We shifted to abet- 
ter post, but Captain JeSerson was changed to another 
company and had to stay at Supply. Geel it was a 
rotten hole I Influence had been used, and there he 
■tuck, while the new officers cut him out completely, 
just Uke the others bad done, so I was told, and it 
drifted on that way for a long time, him forever makin* 
an uphill &ght to get his wife reco'nized and always 
quittin' loser. His folks back East was scandaUzed 
and froze him cold, callin' him a squaw-man; and the 
story wwit all through the army, till his brother officers 
had to treat him cold in order to keep enough warmth 
at home to Uve by, one thing leading to another till he 
finally resented it openly. After that he didn't last 
long. They made it so unpleasant that he quit the 
service — crowded him out, that's all. He was a bom 
soldier, too, and didn't know nothing else nor care for 
nothing else ; as fine a man as I ever served tmder, but 
it soured him so that a rattlesnake couldn't have lived 
with him. He tried to go into some kind of business 
after he quit the army, but he wasn't cut out for it, and 
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never made good as Umg aa I knew of bim. The last 
time I seen him was down on the bord^, and he had 
mre grown cultus. He had quit the squaw, who was 
fivin* with a greaser in Tucson — " 

"And do you think I'm Uke that woman ?" said 
Neda, in a queer, strained voice. She had listened 
intently to the Corporal's story, but he had purposely 
avoided her eyes and could not tell how she was 
taking it. 

"Not You're different, but the army is just the 
same. I told you this to show you how it is out in 
the States. It don't apply to you, of course — " 

"Of couTsel" agreed Neda again. "But what 
would happen to lieutenant Burrelt if — if — well, if 
he should do something Uke that? There are many 
half-breed girlit, I dare say, like this other girl, or — 
lite me." " ^ 

She did not flush now as before; instead, her cheeks 
were pale. 

"It would go a heap worse with him than it did 
with Captain Jefferson," said the Corporal, "for he's 
got more ahead of him and he comes from better 
stock. Why, his family is way upl They're all sol- 
diers, and they're strong at headquarters; they're 
mighty proud, too, and they woiildn't stand for his 
doing such a thing, even if he wanted to. But he 
wouldn't try; he's got too much sense, and loves the 
army too well for that. Ko, sirl He'll go a long ways, 
that boy will, if he's let alone." 

"I never thought of myself as an Indian," said 
Necia, dully. "In this country it's a person's heart 
that counts." 

"That's how it oi^ht to be," said the Corporal, 
heartily; "and I'm mighty sorry if I've hurt you, lit- 
is;) 



jbyGoogIc 



THE BARRIER 

tie gill. Tm a rough old rooster, and I never thouj^ 
but what you understood all this. Up here folks look 
at it right, but outade it's mighty diSerent; even yet 
you don't half understand." 

"I'm glad I'm what I ami" cried the girl. "There's 
nothing in my blood to be ashamed of, and I'm white 
in herel" She struck her bosom fiercdy. "If a man 
Joves me bell take me no matter what it means to him.** . 

"Right for you," assented the other; "and if I was 
younger myself, I'd sure have a lot of nice things to 
say to you. If I'd 'a' had somebody Hke you I'd 'a' 
let. liquor alone, maybe, and amounted to something, 
but ai I'm good for now is to give advice and draw 
my pay." He shd down from the counter where be 
had been sitting. "I'm goic* to hunt up the Lieu- 
tenant and get him to let me oS. Uebbe I can stake 
a claim and sell it." 

The moment he was gone the girl's composure Tan> 
shed and she gave vent to her fedings. 

"It's a Hel It's a liel" she cried, aloud, and iritli 
her fists she beat the boards in front of her. "He 
loves mel I know he doesi" Then she began to 
tremble, and sobbed: "I'm just like other girls." 

She was still wrestling with herself when Gale re- 
turned, and he started at the look in her face as she 
approached him. 

"Why did you many my mother?" she asked. 
"Why ? Why did you do it ?" 

He saw that she was in a rage, and answered, bluntly, 
"I didn't." 

She shrank at this, "Then why didn't you? Shamet 
Shamel That makes me worse than I liiought I was. 
Oh, why did you ever turn squaw-mao ? Why did yea 
nuUce me a breed?" 

I JO 
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"Look beret Wliat eils you?" s^d the trader. 
"Wbat ails me?" she mocked. "Why, I'm neithef 
white nor red; I'm not even a decent Indian. I'm a — 
a — " She shuddered. "You made me what I am. 
Tou didn't do me the justice even to marry my mother." 
"S<Mnebody's been saying things about you," said 
Oale, quietly, taking her by the shoulders. "Who is 
it? Tell me who it is." 

"No, nol It's not thati Kobody has said anything 
to my face; they're afraid of you, I suppose, but God 
knows what they think and say to my back." 
"Ill — " began the trader, but she interrupted him. 
"I've just begun to realize what I am. I'm not re- 
spectable. I'm not like other women, and never can 
be. I'm a squaw — a squawT' 
"You're not!" he cried. 
"It's a nice word, isn't it?" 
"What's wrong with it ?" 

"No hdnest man can marry me. I'm a vagabondl 
The best I can get is my bed and board, like my 
■lother." 

"By GodI Who oflEered you that?" Gale's face 
was whiter than hers now, but she disregarded him 
and abandoned herself to the tempest of emotion that 
swept her along. 

"He can play with me, but nothing more, and when 
ke is gone another one can have me, and then another 
uid another and another — as long as I can cook and 
wash and work. In time my man will beat me, just 
like any other squaw, I suppose, but I can't many; 
I can't be a wife to a decent man." 

She was in the clutch of an hysteria that made her 

writhe beneath Gale's hand, choking and sobbing, until 

ke loosed her; then she leased exhausted against a 
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post and wiped her eyes, for the tears weie coming 
now. 

"That's all damned rot," he said. "There's fifty 
good men in this camp would marry you to-morrow." 

"Bahl I mean real men, not miners, I want to be 
A lady. I don't want to pull a. hand-sled and wear 
moccasins all my life, and raise children for men with 
whiskers. I want to be loved — I want to be loved I 
I want to marry a gentleman." 

"Burrell!" said Gale. 

*'No!" she flared up. "Not him nor anybody in 
particular, but somebody like him, some man with 
clean fii^r-nails." 

He found nothing humorous or grotesque in her 
measure of a gentleman, for he realized that she was 
stnmg to a pitch of unreason and unnatural excite- 
ment, and that she was in terrible earnest, 

"Dai^hter," he said, "I'm mighty sorry this knowl- 
edsp has come to you, and I see it's my fault, but things 
are different now to what they were when I met 
Alluna. It wasn't the style to marry squaws where 
we came from, and neither of us ever thought about it 
much. We were happy with each other, and we've 
been man and wife to each other just as truly as if a 
priest had miimbled over us." 

"But why didn't you marry her when I came? 
Surely you must have known what it wotild mean to 
me. It was bad enough without that." 

The old man hesitated. "I'll own I was wrong,'* 
he said, finally, staring out into the sunshine with an 
odd expression, "It was thoughtless and wrong, dead 
wrong; but I've loved you better than any daughter 
was ever loved in this wide world, and I've worked and 
starved and froze and saved, and so has Alluna, so 
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that you might have something to live on when I'm 
cone, and be different to us. It won't be long now, 
1 guess. I've given you the best schooling of any 
girl on the river, and I'd have sent you out to a 
convent in the States, but I couldn't let you go so fax 
away — God I I loved you too much for that — I 
' couldn't do it, girl, I've tried, but you're all I've 
got, and I'm a selfish man, I reckon." 

"No, no! You're not," his daughter cried, impul- 
sively, "You're everything that's good and dear, but 
you've lived a different life from other men and you 
see things differently. It was mean of me to talk as 
I did." She put her arms around his neck and bugged 
him. "But I'm very unhappy, dad." 

"Don't you aim to tell what started this?" he said, 
gently, caressic^ her with his great, hard hand as 
softly as a mother. But she shook her head, and he 
continued, "I'll take the first boat down to the Mi&< 
sion and many your ma, if you want me to." 

"That wouldn't do any good," said she. "We'd 
better leave thii^ as they are." Then she drew away 
and smiled at him bravely from the door. "I'm a veiy 
bad to act this way. S'cuses?" 

He nodded and she went out, but he gazed after 
her for a long minute, then sighed. 

"Poor little girl!" 

Necia was in a restless mood, and, remembering that 
Alluna and the children had gone berrying on the 
slopes behind the Indian village, she turned her way 
thither. All at once a fear of seeing Meade Btu> 
rell came upon her. She wanted to think this out, 
to find where she stood, before he had word with her. 
She had been led to observe herself from a strange 
■t^le, and miost verify her viaon, as it were. A* 
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yet sfie could not fully understand. "What B he bad 
changed, now that he was alone, and bad had tinM 
to think ? It would loll her if she saw any differenM 
in him, and she knew she would be able to lead it ia 
his eyes. 

As she went through the main street of the camp she 
saw Stark occupied near the water-front, where he had 
bought a building lot. He spoke to her as she was 
about to pass. 

"Good-moming, Miss. Axe you rested from your 
trip?" 

She answered that she was, and would have c(»- 
tinued on her way, but he stopped her. 

"I don't want you to think that mining matter was 
my doing," he said. "I've got nothing against you. 
Your old man hasn't wasted any affection on me, and 
I can get along without him, all right, but I don't 
malre trouble for girls if I can help it." 

The girl beUeved that he meant what he said; his 
words rang true, and he spoke seriously. Moreover, 
Stark was known already in the camp as a man who 
did not go out of his way to make friends or to render 
an accounting of his deeds, so it Was natural that whea 
he made her a show of kindness Necia should treat him 
with less coldness than might have been expected. The 
man had exercised an occult influence upon her from 
the time she first saw him at Lee's cabin, but it was 
too vague for definite feeling, and she had been too 
strongly swayed by Poleon and her father in their at- 
titude towards him to be conscious of it. Finding him 
now, however, in a gentle humor, she was drawn to 
him unwittingly, and felt an overweening desire to talk 
with him, even at the hazard of oSendii^ her ow« 
people. The encounter fitted in with her rebelliowi 
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mood, for there were things she wished to know, things 
gfae must find out from some one who knew the world 
and would not be afraid to answer her questions 
outdldly. 

"I'm going to build a big dance -hall and saioon 
here," said Stark, showing her the stakes that he had 
driven. " As soon as the rush to the creek is over I'll 
hire a gang of men to get out a lot of house logs, I'll 
finish it in a week and be open for the stampede." 

"Do you think this will be a big town?" she asked. 

"Nobody can tell, but I'll take a chance. If it 
proves to be a false alarm 111 move on — I've done it 
before." 

"You've been in a great many camps, I suppose," 

He said that he had, that for twenty years he had 
been on the frcmtier, and knew it from West Texas to 
tfce Circle. 

"And are they all alike?" 

"Very much. The land lies diSerent but the people 
arr the same." 

"I've never known anything except this." She 
swept the points of the compass with her arm, "And 
tliere is so much beyond that I want to know about — • 
oh, I feel so ignoranti There is something now that 
perhaps you could tell me, you have travelled so much." 

"Let's have it," said he, smiling at her seriousness. 

She hesitated, at a loss for words, finally blurting 
out what was in her mind. 

"My father is a squaw-man, Mr. Stark, and I've 
been raised to think that such things are customary," 

"They are, in all new countries," he assured her. 

"But how are they regarded when civilization comes 
•long?" 

"Well, they aren't regarded, as a niJe. Squaw-men 
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are pretty shiftless, and people don't pay mudi atteni 
tion to them. I guess if they weren't they wouldn't bo 
Bquaw-men." 

"My father isn't shiftless," she challenged, at which 
he remained silent, refusing to go on record. "Isn't 
a half-breed just as good as a white?" 

"Look here," said he. "What are you driving at ?"" 

"I'm a 'blood,'" she declared, recklessly, "and I 
\nmt to know what people think of me. The men 
around here have never made me feel conscious of it, 
but—" 

"You're afraid of these new people who are coming. 
«h? Well, don't worry about that. Miss. It wouldn't 
xoake any difference to me or to any of your fri^ids 
whether you were red, white, black, or yellow." 

"But it would make a difference with some people I" 
Insisted the ^1, 

"Oh, I reckon it would with Eastern pe<^le. They 
look at things kind of funny, but we're not in the 
East." 

"That's what I wanted to know. Nice people back 
there wouldn't tolerate a girl Uke me for a moment, 
would they? They wouldn't consider me good enough 
to associate with them?" 

He shiugged his shoulders. "I guess you'd have a 
hard time breaking in among the 'bon-tonners.' But 
what's the use of thinking about it. This is your 
country and these are yom' people." 

A morbid desire was upon her to track down this 
intangible racial distinction, but she saw Rimnion, 
whom she could not bear, coming towards them, so 
thanked Stark hurriedly and went on her way. 

"Been making friends with that squaw, eh?" re> 
marked Runnion, casually. 
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"Yes," replied Stark. "She's a nice little 0il, and 
I like her. I told her I didn't have any part in that 
miners* meeting affair." 

"Huhl What's the matter with you? It was all 
your doit^," 

"I know it was, but I didn't ^m it at her. I want- 
ed that ground next to Lee's, and I wanted to throw 
a jolt into Old Man Gale. I couldn't let the girl stand 
in my way; but now that it's over, I'm willing to be 
friends with her," 

"Me, too," said Runnion, looking after Necia as her 
figure diminished up the street. "By Heaven! She's 
as graceful as a fawn; she's white, too. Nobody would 
ever know she was a breed," 

"She's a good giil," said Stark, musingly, in a gentle 
tone that Runnion had never heard before. 

"Getting kind of mushy, ain't you? I thought you 
had passed that stage, old man." 

"No, I don't like her in that way." 

"Well, I do, and I'm dead sore on that soldier." 

"She's not your kind," said Stark. "A bad man 
can't hold a good woman; he can win one easy enough, 
but he can't keep her. I knowl" 

"Nobody but a fool would want to keep one," Run- 
I nion rephed, "specially a squaw." 

"She's just woke up to the fact that she is a squaw 
' and isn't as good as white. She's worried." 

"I'll lay you a little eight to five that Burrell has 
.thrown her down," chuckled Riumion. 

"I never thotight of that. You may be right." 

"If it's true I'll shuf&e up a hand for that soldier." 

"If I were you I wouldn't deal it to him," said the 
gambler, dryly. "He may not cut to your break." 

Meanwhile, Necia bad passed oa out of the town and 
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Arough the Indian village at the mouth of the creek; 
until h^h up on the elopes she saw Alluna and the 
tittle ones. She climbed up to them and seated her- 
self where she could look far out over the westward 
valley, with the great stream flowing half a mile be- 
neath her. She stayed there all the morning, and al' 
though the day was bright and the bushes bending 
with their burden of blue, she picked no berries, but 
fought resolutely through a dozen varying moods that 
mirrored themselves in her delicate fkct. It was her 
first soul struggle, but in time the buoyancy of youth 
and the almighty optimism of early love prevailed; 
she comforted herself with the fond illusion that this 
man was different from all others, that bis regard was 
equal to her own, and that his love would rise above 
such accidental thii^ as blood or breed or birth. And 
so she was in a happier frame of mind when the httle 
company made their descent at mid-day. 

As they approached the town they heard the £ei- 
miliar cry of " Steam-bo-o-o-at," and by the time they 
had readied home the little camp was noisy with the 
plaint of wolf-dogs. There were few men to join in 
the welcome to-day, every able-bodied inhabitant 
having disappeared into the hills, but the animals came 
trooping lazily to the bank, and sat down on their 
haunches watchii^ the approaching steamer, in their 
soft eyes the sadness of a canine race of slaves. Be- 
hind them limped a sick man or two, a soldier from the 
barracks, and in the rear a fellow who had drifted in 
the week before with sctirvy. It was a pitiful review 
that lined up to greet the tide of tenderfeet crowding 
towards their El Dorado, and unusual also, for as yet 
the sight of new faces was strange in the North. 

The deserted aspect of the town puzzled the cap- 
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tsln of the tteamer, and tipoa Unding be maue bis 
way at once to John Gale's store, wher» he learned 
from the trader of the strike and of the stampede that 
bad resulted. Before the recital was finished a man 
approached and spoke excitedly. 

"Captain, my ticket reads to Dawson, but I'm get* 
ting off here. Won't you have my fmtfit put ashore ?" 
He was followed by a group of feDow-passesgers wbo 
made a similar request. 

"This place isgoodenot^hfor m«,"one of them said. 

"Me, too," another volimteered. "This strikeis new, 
and we've hit her just in time." 

Outside a dozen men had crowded "No Creek" Lee 
Bgainst the wall of the store and were clamoring to 
hear about bis find. Before the tardy ones had deared 
the gang-plank the news bad flashed from shore to 
ship, and a swarm came up the bank and into the 
post, firing questions and answers at each other eagerly, 
elbowing and fighting for a place within ear-shot of the 
trader or the ragged man outside. 

The frenzy of a gold stampede is like the rush from 
a burning buildit^, and equally easy to arouse. No 
statement is too wild to lack behevers, no rumor too 
exaggerated to find takers. Within an hour the crew 
of the steamer was busy imloading countless tons of 
merchandise and baggage billed to Dawson, and tenta 
began to show their snowy whiteness here and there. 
As a man saw his outfit appear be would pounce upon 
it, a bimdle at a time, and pile it by itself, which re- 
sulted in endless disputes and much confusion; but 
a spirit of youth and expectancy permeated all and 
prevented more than angry woMs. Every hour the 
heaps of baggage grew larger and the tents man 
aumerous. 
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Staric wasted no time, "^ith money in Us hands 
he secured f dozen men who were \rilljiig to work for 
hire, for there are always those who prefer the surety 
of ten coined dollars to the hope of a hundred. He 
swooped down with these helpers on his pile of merchant 
dise that had lain beneath tarpaulins on the river-bank 
since the day he and Runnion landed, and by mid-aftei^ 
noon a great tent had been stretched over a frame* 
work of peeled poles built on the lot where he and 
Neda had stood earUer in the day. Before dark his 
saloon was running. To be sure, there was no floor, 
and his polished fixtures loolrad strangely new and 
incongruous, but the town at large had assumed a 
amilar au' of incompleteness and crude inmiaturity, 
and little wooder, for it had grown threefold in h^ 
a day. Stark t^riftly unpacked his gambling imple- 
ments, keen to scei^t every advantage, and out of the 
handful of pale>faced jackals who follow at the heels of 
a healthy herd, he hired men to run them and to deaL 
By night Flambeau was a mining-camp. 

Late in the evening the boat swui^ out into the 
river, and disclosed a strange scene oi transformation 
to the puzzled captain of a few hours ago. The river- 
bank was lined with canvas sheltei^, illumined dully 
by the tent-lights within till they looked like a nest 
of glowworms in deep grass. A long, hoarse blast of 
good wishes rose from the steamer, then she sighed her 
way around the point above bearii^ forth the messags 
that a new camp had been bom. 
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*?XTO CREEK" LEE had amie into his own at 

|\j last, and was a hero, for the story of his loi^ 
ill-luck was common gossip now, and men praised him 
for his courage. He had never been praised for any- 
thing before and was uncertain just how to take it. 

"Say, are these people kiddin' me?" he inquired, 
confidentially, of Poleon. 

"Wy? W'at you mean?" 

"Wdl, there's a feller makin* a speech about me 
down by the landing." 

"Wat he say?" 

"It ain't nothin' to fight over. He says I'm another 
Dan'l Boom, leadin' tlie march of empire westward." 

"Dat's nice, for sure." 

"Certainly sounds good, but is it on the level?" 

"Wal, I guess so," admitted Poleon. 

The prospector swelled with indignation. "Then, 
why in hell didn't you fellers tell me long ago?" 

The scanty ounce or two of gold from his claim lay 
in the scales at the post, where every new-comer might 
examine it, and, realizing that he was a never-ending 
source of information, they fawned on him for bis 
tips, bribing him with newspapers, worth a dollar 
each, or with cigars, which he wrapped up carefully 
and placed in his mackinaw till every pocket of the 
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nurty gannent bulged so that he could not sit without 
lonng them. They dwelt upon his lightest word, and 
stood him up beside the bar where they filled him with 
proofs of friendliness until he shed tears from his ono 
pxxl eye. 

He had formed a habit of parsimony bom of hi> 
years of poverty, and was so widely known as a tight 
man by the hundreds who had lent to him that his 
creditors never at any time hoped for a reckoning. 
And he never offered one; on the contrary, he had 
invariably flown into a rage when dunned, and exhib- 
ited such resentment as to discourage the practice. 
Now, however, the surly humor of the man b^;anto 
mellow, and in gradual stages he unloosened, the proc- 
ess being attended by a disproportionate growth ctf 
the trader's cash receipts. Cautiously, at first he let 
out his wit, which was logy from long disitse, and as 
heavy on its feet as the Jumping Frog of Calaveras, 
but when they laughed at its labored leaps and salHee 
his confidence grew. With the regularity of a clock 
he planted cigars and ordered "a Uttle more hard 
stuff," while his roving eye rejoiced in lachrymose 
profusion, its over-burden losing itself in the tangle of 
hia careless beard. By-and-by he wandered through 
the town, trailed by a troop of tenderfeet, till the 
women marked him, whereupon he fied back to the 
post and hu^ed the bar, for he was a bashful man. 
iWhen Stark's new place opened it offered him another 
retreat of which he availed himself for some time. But 
late in the evening he reappeared at Old Man Gale*» 
store, walking a bit unsteadily, and as he mounted 
the flight of logs to the door he stepped once too often. 

"What's become of that fourth step?" he demanded, 
sharply, of Polecn. 
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t'Dere she is," said the Frenchman. 

"I'm damned if it is. You moved it since I was here." 

*'I'll have 'im put back," laughed the other. 

*'Sayl It's a grand thing to be rich, ain't it?" 

"I don' know, I ain' never try it," 

"Well, it is; and now that I've arrived, I'm goin' 
to change my ways complete. No more extravagance 
in mine — I'U never lend another cent." 

"Wat's davf" ejaculated Doret, In amazement. 

"No more hard-luck stories and 'huny-ups' few 
toine. I'm the stony-hearted jailer, I am, from now, 
henceforth, world 'thout end, amen! No busted miners 
iteed apply. I've been a good thii^, but to-night I 
turn on the time-lock." 

"Ba goshi You're fonny feller," laughed Poleon, 
who had lent the f>ne-eyed man much money in the 
past and, like others, regarded him not merely as a 
bad risk but as a total loss. "Mebbe you t'ink you've 
been a spen't'rif' all dese year." 

" I've certainly blowed a lot of money on my friends," 
tee acknowledged, "and they're welcome to what 
they've got so far, but I'm goin' to chop all them prodigal 
habits and put on the tin vest. I'll run the solderin'- 
tion up my seams so they can't get to me without a 
can-opener. I'm air-tight for life, I am." He fumbled 
in his pockets and unwrapped a gift cigar, then felt for 
a match. Poleon tossed one on the bar, and he reached 
for it twice, missing it each time. 

"I guess dose new frien' of yours is mak' you purty 
full, M'sieu* Tin Vest." 

"Nothin' of the sort. I've got a bad dose of in- 
digestion." 

"Dat's 'oirible diseasel Dere's plaintee riche niMl 
die OK dat aeeo kn ewe . You better lie down." 
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Doret took the hero of the day by the arm and ted 
him to the rear of the store, where he bedded him oa 
a pile of Sour sacks, but he had hardly returned to 
the bar when Lee came veering out of the dimness, 
making for the light like a ship tacking towards a 
(beacon. 

"What kind of flour is that?" he spluttered. 

"Dat's just plain w'eat fiour." 

"Not on your life," said the miner, with the firm- 
ness of a great conviction. "It's full of yeast pow- 
ders. Why, it's r'arin' and riEin' Hke a buckin' boss. 
I'm plumb sea-sick." He laid a zigzag course for the 
door. 

"Were you goin'?" asked Poleon. 

"I'm goin' to get somethin' for this stomach trouble. 
It's fierce." He descended into the darkness boldly, 
and stepped off with confidence — this time too soon. 
Poleon heard him fioundering about, his indignant 
voice raised irascibly, albeit with a note of triumph. 

"Wha'd I tell you? You put it back while 1 was 
ashleep." Then whistling blithely, if somewhat out 
of tune, he steered for the new saloon to get something 
for his "stomach trouble." 

At Stark's he found a large crowd of the new men 
who welcomed him heartily, plying him with coimtless 
questions, and harking to his maudlin tales of this new 
coimtry which to him was old. He had followed the 
muddy river from Crater Lake to the Delta, searching 
the bars and creek-beds in a tireless quest, till he knew 
each stream and tributary, for he had been one of the 
hardy band that used to venture forth from Juneau 
on the ^ring snows, disappearing into the uncharted 
valley of the Yukon, to rettim when the river clogged 
snd grew sluggish, and, like Gale, he had hved thess 
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many years ahead of the law where each man was Ua 
own court of appeals and where crime was unknown. 
He had helped to build camps like Forty Mile and 
Circle; he knew by heart the by-laws and ndes that 
governed every town and mining district in the coun- 
try; he knew every man and child by name, but, while 
many of his friends had prospered, unceasing ill>luck 
had dogged him. Yet he had held to honesty and 
hard work, measuring a man by his ability to swing 
an axe or a shovel, and, despite his impecuniosity, re- 
garding theft as the one crime deserving capital pun- 
ishment. 

"Oh, there's lots of countries worse'n this," he de- 
clared. "We may not be very han'some to the naked 
eye, and we may not wear our handk'chiefs in our 
shirt cufis, but there ain't no widders and orphans 
doin' our washin', and a man can walk away firran hie 
house, stay a montn, and find it there when he comes 
back." 

"Those days are past," said Stark, who had joined 
in the discission. "There's too many new people 
coming in for all of them to be honest." 

"They'd better be," said Lee, aggressively. "We 
ain't got no room for stealers. Why, I had a hand in 
makin' the by-laws of thjs camp myself. Ion? with 
John Gale, and they stip'lates that any person caught 
robbin' a cache is to be publicly whipped in front of 
the tradin'-post, then, if it's winter time, he's to be 
turned loose on the ice barefooted, or, if it's summer, 
he's to be set adrift on a log with his shirt ofE." 

"Either one would mean certain death," said a 
stranger. "Frost in winter, mosquitoes in siunmerl" 

"That's all right," another bystander declared. "A 

man's life depends on his grub ^ap here, and I'd be io 
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bvor of enforcing that punishment to the letter if in 
caught any one thieving." 

"All the eame, I take no chances," said Starlc. 
"There's too many strangers here. Just to show you 
how I stand, I've put Runnion on guard over my pile 
.of stuff, and 111 be glad when it's under cover. It isn't 
the severity of ponishment that keeps a man from going 
wrong, it's the certainty of it." 

"Well, he'd sure get it, and get it proper in thig 
camp," declared X<ee; and at that moment, as if his 
words had been a challenge, the flaps of the great tent 
were thrust aside, and Runnion half led, half threw 
« man into the open space before the bar. 

"Let's have a look at you," he panted. "Well, if 



"What's up?" cried the men, crowding about the 
prisoner, who crouched, terror-stricken, in the trampled 
mud and moss, while thuse playing roulette and "bank" 
left the tables, followed by the dealers. 

"He's a thief," said Runnion, mapping the sweat 
from his brow. "I caught him after your grub pile. 
Stark." 

"In my cache?" 

"Yes He dropped a crate of hams when I came 
«p on aim, and tried to run, but I dropped kim." He 
held his Colt in his right hand, and a trickle of blood 
from the negro's head showed how he had been felled. 

"Why didn't you shoot?" growled Stark, angrily, 
'at whidi the negro half arose and broke into exdted 
denials of his guilt. Runnion kicked Tiim savagely, and 
cursed him, while the crowd murmured approval. 

"Le' me see him," said Lee, elbowing his way 
ttirough the others. Fixing his ooe eye iq>on the 
mretcb, he snke impressively. 
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"You're the first downright thief I ever seen. Was 
you hungry F" 

"No, he's got plenty," answered one of the tender- 
feet, who had evidently arrived on the boat with tha 
darky. "He's got a bigger outdt than I have." 

The prisoner dr<;w himself up against the bar, fadng 
his enemies sullenly. 

"Then I reckon it's a divine manifestation," said 
"No Creek" Lee, tearfully. "This black party is goin* 
to furnish an example as will elevate the moral tone 
of our commtmity for a year." 

"Let me take him outside," cried Stark, reaching 
ttnder the bar for a weapon. His eyes were cnid, 
sad he had the angry pallor of a dangerous man. " 111 
save you a lot of trouble." 

"Why not do it legal?" eiqKJstulated Lee. "It's 
just as certain." 

"YesI Lee is right," echoed the crowd, bent on a 
Roman hoUday. 

"What y'all aim to do?" whined the thief. 

"We're goin" to try you," announced the one-eyed 
tniner, "and if you're found guilty, as yon certainly 
are goin' to be, you'll be fl<^ged. After which perdica- 
ment you'll have a nice ride down- stream on a saw- 
log without your laundry." 

"But the mosquitoes — " 

"Too bad you didn't think of them before. Let'f 
get at this, boys, and have it over with." 

In far countries, where men's lives depend upon tke 
safety of their food supply, a side of bacon may mean 
more than a bag of gold; therefore, protection is a 
■trenuous necessity. And though any one of thoM 
present would have gladly fed the negro had he been 
needy, each of them likewise knew that unless am 
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example were made of iam no tent or cabin would 
be safe. The North being a gameless, forbidding coun- 
try, has ever been cruel to thieves, and now it was 
heedless of the black man's growing terror as it set 
about to try him. A miners' meeting was called on 
the spot, and a messenger sent hurrying to the post 
for the book in which was recorded ihe laws of the men 
who bad made the camp. The crowd was determined 
that this should be done legally and as prescribed by 
ancient custom up and down the river. So, to make it- 
self doubly sure, it gave Runnion's evidence a hearing; 
then, taking lanterns, went down to the big tarpaulin- 
covered pile beside the river, where it found the crate 
of hams and the negro's tracks. There was no defence 
for the culprit and he offered none, being too scared 
by now to do more than plead. The proceedings were 
simple and quiet and grim, and were wellnigh over when 
Lieutenant Burrell walked into the tent saloon. He 
had been in his quarters all day, fighting a fight with 
himself, and in the late evening, rebelling against his 
cramped conditions and the war with his conscience. 
he had sallied out, and, drawn by the crowd in Stark's 
place, had entered. 

A man replied to his whispered question, givii^ 
him the story, for the meeting was under' Lee's domina- 
tion, and the miners maintained an orderly and bu^> 
ness-like procedure. The chairman's indigestion had 
vanished with his sudden assumption of responsibility, 
and he showed no trace of drink in his bearing. Be- 
neath a lamp one was binding foiir-foot lengths of 
cotton tent-rope to a broomstick for a knout, while 
others, whom Lee had appointed, were drawing lots to 

B upon whom would devolve the unpleasant duty of 
g the captive. The matter-of-fact, relentless ex- 
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pedition of the aSaic shocked BtirreU inei^iressibly, 
and seeing Poleon and Gale near by, he edged towards 
them, thinking that they surely could not be in sym- 
pathy with this barbarous procedure. 

"You don't understand, Lieutenant," said Gale, in 
ft low voice. "This nigger is a thief/" 

"You can't kill a man for stealing a few hams." 

"It ain't so much what he stole; it's the idea, and 
it's the custom of the country." 

"Whipping is enough, without the other." 

"Dis stealin' she's bad biznesse," declared Poleon. 
'"Mebbe dose ham is save some poor feller's life." 

"It's mob law," said the Lieutenant, indignantly, 
"and I iron't stand for it." 

Gale turned a look of curiodty upon the officer. 
"How are you going to help yourself F" said he; but the 
young man did not w^t to reply. Quickly he elbowed 
his way towards the centre of the scene with that air of 
authority and determination before which a crowd 
melts and men stand aside. Gale whispered to bis 
Min^anion: 

"Keep your eye open, lad. There's going to be 
trouble." They stood on tiptoe, and watched eagerly. 

"Gentlemen," announced Buirell, standing near the 
ashen - gray wretch, and iadng the tentful of men, 
"this man is a thief, but you can't kill him I" 

Stark leaned across the bar, his eyes blazing, and 
touched the Lieutenant on the shoulder. 

"Do you mean to take a hand in a^ of my affairs?" 

"This isn't your affair; it's mine," said the officer. 
"This is what I was sent here for, and it's my particu- 
lar business. You seem to have overlooked that im- 
portant fact," 

-'He stole my stuff, and hell take his medicine," 
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"I say he -won'tl" 

For the second time in their biief acqu^ntance theM 
two men looked fair into each other's eyes. Pew mea 
had dared to look at Stark thus and live; for when a 
man has once shed the blood of his fellow, a mania 
obsesses him, a disease obtains that is incurable. There 
is an excitation of every sense when a hunter stands 
up before big game; it causes a thrill and flutter of 
undiscovered nerves, which nothing else can conjure 
up, and which once livad leaves an incessant hunger. 
But the biggest game of all is man, and the fiercest 
sensation is hate. Stark had been a killer, and his 
btmn had been seared with the flame till the scar was 
ineradicable. He had lived those lurid seconds when 
a man gambles his life against his enemy's, and, hav- 
ing felt the great sensation, it nould never die; yet with 
it all he was a cautious man, given more to brooding 
on his injuries and building up a quarrel than to reck- 
less paroxysms of passion, and experience had taught 
him the value of a well-handled temper as well as the 
wisdom of knowing when to use it and put it in action. 
He knew intuitively that his hour with Burrell had not 
yet come. 

The two men battled with their eyes for an opening. 
Lee and the others mastered their surprise at the inter- 
ruption, and then began to babble until Burrell turned 
from the gambler and threw up his arm for silence. 

"There's no use arguing," he told the mob. "Yo« 
can't do it. I'll hold him till the next boat comes, 
then I'll send him down-river to St. Michael's." 

He laid his hand upon the negro and made for the 
door, with face set and eyes watchful and alert, know- 
ing that a hair's weight might shift the balance and 
cause these men to rive him like wtdves. 
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Lee's indignation at this ouscarri^e of justice had 
him so by the throat as to strangle e:^>ostulation for 
a moment, till he saw the soldier actu^y bearing off 
his quarry. Then he broke into a flood of invective. 

" Stop thatl" he bellowed. "To hell with your law — 
we're goin' accordin' to our own." An ominous echo 
arose, and in the midst of it the miner, in his blind fury 
foi^tting his exalted position, took a step too near 
abe edge of the bar, and fell oS into the body of the 
meeting. With Mm fell the dignity of the assemblage. 
Some one laughed; another took it up; the nervous 
tension broke, and a man cried: 

"The soldier is right. You can't blame a dinge for 
rteahng," and another: " Sure! Hogs and chickens are 
Intimate prey." 

Lee was helped back to his stand, and called for 
order; but the crowd poked fun at him, and began 
moving about restlessly till some one shouted a motion 
to adjourn, and there arose a chorus of seconders. A^ 
few dissenting voices opposed them, but in the mean-V 
time Burrell was gone, and with him the cause of the 
tumult; so the meeting broke up of its own weight a 
sioment later. 

As Poleon and Gale wallred home, the Frenchman 
■aid, "Dat was nervy t'it^ to do." 

The trader made no answer, and the other continued, 
"Stark is goin* for kill 'im, sure." 

"It's a dnch," agreed Gale, "unless somebody gets 
Stark first." 

When they were come to his door the trader paused, 
and, looking back over the glowing tents and up at 
the star-sprinkled heavens, remarked, as if concluding 
some train of thought, " If that boy has got the nerv« 
to take a nigger thief out of a miners' meeting and 
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btfld him against this whole town, he wouldn't beak 
tate much at taking a white man, would he I" 

■' Wal," hesitated the other, "mebbe dat would depen' 
on de crime." 

"Suppose it was — murder?" 

"Hal We ain' got no men lak' dat in Flambeau." 

They said good<mght, and the old man entered his 
house to find Alluna waiting for him, a look of worry 
on her stolid face. 

"What's wrong?" he inquired. 

"All night Neda has been weeping." 

"Is she sick?" He started for the ^I'a door, but 
Alluna stopped him. 

"Nol It is not that kind of weepii^; this comes 
firom the heart. It is there she is sick. I went to her, 
but she grew angry, and said I had a black skin and 
could not understand; then she went out-doors and 
has not returned." 

Gale sat down dejectedly. "Yes, she's sickin her heart, 
all right, and so am I, Alluna. When did she go out?" 

"An hour ago." 

"Where is she ?" 

"Out by the river-bank — I followed her in the shad- 
ows. It is best for her to stay there till she is calm.** 

"I know what ails her," said the father. "She's 
found that she's not like other girls. She's found that 
a white soul doesn't count with white people; th^ 
never go below the skin," Then he told her of tlus 
scene that morning in the store, addii^ that he be* 
lieved she loved Lieutenant Burrell. 

"Did she say so?" 

"No, she denied it, now that she knows she hasn't 
got his kind of blood in her." 

"Blood makes no difference," said the woman, stub- 
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bomly. "If he loves ber, he will take her; if he doea 
not — that is aU." 

Gale looked up at her, and was about to explain, 
when the utter impossibihty of her comprehending 
him made him desist, and he fell moody again. At last 
be said, "I've got to tell her, AUuna." 

"No, no!" cried the woman, ^hast. "Don't tell 
her the tnithi Nothing could be worse than that!" 

But he continued, deliberately: "Love is the biggest 
thing in the world; it's the only thing worth while, and 
she has got to have a fair show at it. This has bees 
on my mind for weeks, and I've put it away, hoping 1 
wouldn't have to do it; but to-day I came face to fac« 
with it again, and it's up to me. She'll have to know 
some time, so the sooner the better," 

"She would not believe you," said the woman, at 
irtiich he started. 

"I never thoi^ht of that. I wonder if she would 
doubt! I couldn't stand that." 

" There is no proof, and it would mean your life. 
A good man's life is a great price to pay for the happi- 
ness of one girl — " 

"I gave it once before," said Gale, a trifle bitterly, 
•'and now that the game is started I've got to play 
the string out; but — I wonder if she would doubt — " 
He paused for a loi^ moment. " Well, I'll have to risk 
it. However, I've got a lot of things to do first — ^yoi. 
and the youngsters must be taken care of." 

"And Stark?" said Allima. 

"Yes, and Stark." 

Burrell took his prisoner to the barracks, where he 
placed him wider guard, giving instructions to hold 
him at any cost, not knowii^ what wild and reckless 
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bumor the new citizens of Flambeau might develop 
during the night, for it is men who have always lived 
with the halter of the law tight upon their necks who 
run wildest when it is removed. Men grown old on 
the frontier adhere more closely to a rigid code than 
do tenderfeet who feel for the first time the liberty 
and license of utter imrestraint, and it was these stran- 
gers whom the soldier feared rather than men like 
Gale and "No Creek" Lee, who would recognize the 
mercy of his intervention and let the matter drop. 

After he had taken every precaution he went out 
into the night again, and foi^ht with himself a» he had 
fought all that day and all the night before; in fact, 
ever since old Thomas had come to him after leaving 
Neda, and had so cunningly shaped his talk that Bur- 
rell never suspected his object until he perceived his 
position in such a clear light that the young man lool^d 
back upon his work with startled eyes. The Corporal had 
spoken garrulously of his officer's family; of their pride, 
and of their love for his profession ; had dwelt enthu^- 
astically upon the Lieutenant's future and the length 
he was sure to go, and finally drifted into the same 
story he had told Necta. Biurell at last sensed the 
meaning of the crafty old soldier's strategy and dis- 
mtesed him, but not before his work bad been accom- 
pUshed. If a coarse-fibred, calloused old campaigner 
Uke Corporal Thomas could recognize the impossibility 
of a union between Neda and himself, then the young 
man must have been blind indeed not to have seen it 
for himself. The Kentuckian was a man of etr(»^ 
and virile passions, but he was also well balanced, and 
had ever followed his head rather than his heart, 
holding, as he did, a deep-seated contempt for weak 
men who laid th^ courses otherwise. The genei^ 
1 54 
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tions of discipline back of him spoke to Us consdesce. 
He had allowed himself to become attached to this 
giri tmtil— yes, lie knew now he loved her. If only 
he had not awakened her and himself with that firrt 
hot kiss; if only — But there was no going back now, 
no use for regrets, only the greater necessity of mapping 
out a course that would caiise her least unhappiness. 
If he could have run away he would have done so 
gladly, but he was bound here to this can^, with no 
possibility of avmdii^ her. 

When he drove his reason with firm hands he saw 
but one course to follow; but, when his mind went 
slack for a moment, the old deare to have her 
returned more strongly than ever, and he heard voices 
arguing, pleading, persuadii^ — she was the equal 
of any woman in the world, they said, in mind, 
tn purity, and in innocence. He hated himself for 
hesitating; he railed at his own indeciaon; and then, 
when he had justified his love and persuaded him- 
self that he was right in seeking this union, there would 
rise again the picture of his people, thdr chagrin, and 
what would result from such a marri^e. He knew 
how they would take it; he knew what his friends 
would say, and how he would be treated as the husband 
of a half-breed Indian; for in his coimtry one drc^ of 
adored blood made a negro, and bis people saw but 
little difference between the red and the black. It 
would mean his social ostracism; he would be shimned 
by his brother officers, and his career would be at an 
end. He swore aloud in the Harlmp*^ that this was 
too great a price to pay for love, that he owed it to 
himself and to his dear ones at home to give up this 
dark-eyed maid who had bewitched him. 

He had wandered far during this debate, dear part 
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the town, and out through the Indian villagfe; but 
now that he believed he had come to an understanding 
with himself, he turned back towards his quarters. 
He knew it would be hard to give her up; but he had 
irrevocably decided, and his path began to unfold it- 
self eo clear and straight that he marvelled how he 
could have failed to see it. He was glad he had con- 
quered, although the pain was still sharp. He felt a 
better man for it, and, wrapped in this complacent 
optimism, he passed close by the front of the trader's 
store, where Neda had crept to be ^one with her 



The h^h moon cast a deep, wide shadow upon the 
store steps where the girl sat huddled, staring out into 
the unreal world, waiting for the night wind to blow 
away the fears and forebodings that would not let her 
sleep. It was late, and the hush of a summer mid- 
night lay upon the distant hills. Burrell had almost 
passed her when he was startled by the sound of his 
name breathed softly; then, to his amazement, he saw 
her come forth like a spirit into the silver sheen. 

"Neda!" he cried, "what are you doing here at 
this hour?" She looked up at him sadly; he saw that 
her cheeks were wet, and something inside him snapped 
and broke. Without a word he took her in his arms, 
meeting her lips in a long kiss, while she, trembling 
with the joy of his strong embrace, drew closer and 
closer and rested her body wearily against his. 

"Little girll little girll" he whispered, over and 
over, his tone conveying every shade of sympathy, 
love, and understanding she bad craved. He knew 
what had made her sad, and she knew that he knew. 
There was no need for words ; the anguish of this long 
day had whetted the edge of their desire, and they were 
IS6 
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too deeply, too utterly lost in the ecstasy of meeting 
to care for speech. 

As she lay cradled in his arms, which alternately 
held her with the soft tenderness of a mother and' 
crushed her with the fierce ardor of a lover, she lost 
herself in the bliss of a woman's surrender, and forgot 
all her terrifying doubts and fears. What were ques- 
tions of breed or birth or color now, when she knew he 
loved her? Mere vapcdrs that vanished ^th the first 
flutter of warm wings. 

Nor did Meade Burrell recall his recent self-conquest 
or pause to reason why he should not love this httta 
wisp of the wilderness. The barriers he had built 
went down in the s^ht and touch of his love and dis- 
appeared; his hesitation and infirmity seemed childish 
DOW — yes, more than that, cowardly. He realized all 
in a moment that he had been supremely selfish, that 
bis love was a covenant, a compact, which he had en- 
tered into with her and had no right to dissolve with.- 
out her consent, and, strangely enough, now that he 
acknowledged the bond to himself, it became very sweet 
and satisf^ng, 

"Your lips cling so that I can't get free," sighed the 
^1, at last. 

"You never shall," he whispered. But when she 
smiled up at him piteously, her eyes swimmii^, and 
said, " I must," he wrenched himself away and let her go. 

As he went lightly towards the barracks through 
the far-stretching shadows, for the moon was yellow 
now, Meade BurreU sighed gladly to himself. Again 
his course ran clear and stra^ht before him though 
wholly at variance with the one he had decided upon 
■0 recently. But he knew not that his vision wai 
obscured and that the moon-madness was upon him. 
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WHBRB THB PATH LBD 

BY daylight next momu^; every man and most of 
the womea among the nev anivals had dia- 
appeared into the hills — the women in spite of the 
by-laws of Lee's Creek, which discriminated against 
their sex. When a stampede starts it does not end 
with the location of one stream-bed, nor of two; every 
foot of valley ground for miles on every hand is pre- 
empted, in the hope that more gold will be found; each 
creelc forms a new district, and its discoverers adopt 
laws to suit their whims. The women, therefore, has- 
tened to participate in the discovery of new territory 
and in the shaping of its government, leaving but few 
of either sex to guard the tents and piles of provisions 
standing by the river-bank. In two days they began 
to return, and straggled in at intervals for a week 
thereafter, for many had gone far. 

And now began a new era for Flambeau — an era of 
industry such as the frontier town bad never known. 
The woods behind rang with the resounding discords 
of axes and saws and crashii^ timber, and new cabins 
appeared on every band, rising in a day. The sluggish 
air was noisy with voices, and the et^ of the forest 
receded gradually before the busy pioneers, replacii^ 
the tall timbers with little, high -banked homes of 
spruce and white-papered birch. From dawn tUl dark 
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Aioee the rhythmic rasp of men whip-saving door lum- 
ber to the tune of two hundred dollars per thousand; 
and with the second steamer came a little steam saw* 
mill, which raised its shrill complaint within a week, 
punctuating the busy day with its piping whistle. 

The trail along the Flambeau was dotted continu- 
ously with toiling human beasts of burden, that floun- 
dered laboriously beneath great pads of provisioDS and 
tools and other baggage, winding like an endless stream 
of ants through the hills to "No Creek" Lee Creek, 
where they re-enacted the scenes that were occurring in 
the town. Tents and cabins were scattered throughout 
the length of the valley, lumber was sawed for sluice- 
boxes, and the virginal breezes that had suclrcd through 
this seam in the mountains since days primeval came 
to smell of spruce fires and echo with the sounds of life. 

A dozen tents were pitched on Lee's discovery claim, 
for the owner had been beaeged by men who clamored 
to lease a part of his ground, and, yielding finally, he 
had allotted to each of them a hundred feet. Forth- 
with they set about opening their portions, for the 
groimd was shallow, and the gold so near the surface 
that winter would interfere with its extraction; where- 
fore, they made haste. The owner oversaw them all, 
complacent in the certainty of a steady royalty accru- 
ii^ from the working of his allotments. 

Every day there came into Flambeau exa^erated 
Teports of new strikes in other spots, of strong indica- 
tions and of rich prospects elsewhere. Stories grew 
out of nothing, until the camp took an hysterical pleas- 
are in exciting itself and deceiving every stranger who 
came from north or south, for the wine of discovery 
was in them all, and it pleased them to distort and en- 
large upon every rumor that came theirway, such being 
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tile teaapa d sew gold-fietds. They komr Hbey ncn 
lying, and that all other men were lying also, and yet 
they hearkened to each tale and almost deceived them 
■dves. 

Barren sought Neda at an early day and, in pret- 
ence oi her father, told her that be had been a^ 
preached by men who wished to lease the daima be 
hdd for her. It would prove an inexpensive way tt 
develop her holdii^, he said, and she would run no 
lisle; moreover, it would be rapid, and insure a qulclc 
return, ior a lease so near to proven territory was in 
great demand. After some discus^on this was ai^ 
xanged, and Meade, as trustee, allotted her ground fa 
tracts, as Lee had done. Poleon followed suit; but the 
trader chose to prospect his own claims, and to that 
end called in a train of stiS-backed Indian packen, 
moved a substantial outfit to the creek, and thereaftcf 
q>ent much of his time in the hills, leaving the store 
to Doret. He seemed aiudous to get away from the 
camp and bide himself in the woods. Stark was al- 
most constantly occupied at his saloon, for it was a 
mint, and ran day and night. Runnion was busy 
with the erection of a substantial structure of squared 
logs, larger than the trading-post, destined as a dance- 
hall, theatre, and gambling - house. Flambeau, the 
slumbrous, had indeed aroused Itself, stretched tti 
limbs, and sprung into vigorous, virile, feverish bdn£, 
and the vrise prophets were predicting another Daw- 
son for it, notwithstanding that many blank spots had 
been found as the creek of Lee's finding bared its bed- 
rock to the miners. These but enhanced the Talus 
of the rich finds, however, for a single stroke of good- 
fortune will more than o&et a dozen disapp<^tments> 
Ths truth is, the stream was very spotted, 
ifia 
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had by diance lut upon one of the bars where the metal 
had lodged, while others above and below uncovered 
a bed-nxk as barren as a clean-swept floor. In places 
they cross-cut from rim to rim, drove tunnels and drains 
and diifts, sunk shafts and t^iened trenches without 
findii^ a color that would ring when dropped in the, 
pan; but that was an old, old story, and they were 
used to it. 

During these stirring weeks of unsleeping activity 
BttrreU saw little of Necia, for he had many things to 
occupy him, and she was detained much in the store, 
now that her father was away. When they met tor a 
moment they were sure to be interrupted, while in and 
around the house AUuna seemed to be always near her. 
Even so, she was very happy ; for she was sustained by 
the constant hectic excitement that was in the air and 
by her brief moments with Meade, which served to 
l^adden her and make of the days one inng, delicious, 
hopeftU procession of imdisturbed dreams and fancies. 
He was the same fond lover as on that adventurous 
journey up Black Bear Creek, and wooed her with a 
reckless fire that set her aglow. And so she hummed 
and laughed and dreamed the days away, her happi- 
ness matching the peace and gladness of the season. 

With Burrell, on the contrary, it was a season of 
penance and flagellations of spirit, lightened only by 
the moments when he was with her, and when she 
made him forget all else. This damnable indecision 
goaded him to self-contempt; he despised himself for 
hia wealness; his social instincts and training, his sense 
of duty, and the amenities of lite that proud men hold 
dear tugged steadily, tmUringly at bis reason, while 
the little imp of impulse sat grinning wickedly, ready 
to pop out and upset all his high resolutions. It rsiaei 
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tadh B tannilt in his ears that lie could not bear the 
other voices; it stirred his blood till it leaped and 
pounded, and then ran off with him to find this tiny 
brown and beaming witch who was at the bottom ai 
it all. 

No months in any clime can compare with an Arctic 
summer when Nature is kind, for she crowds into tlus 
short epoch all the warmth and brightness and spleo* 
dor that is spread over longer periods in other lands, 
and every growing thing rejcnces riotously in scent 
and color and profu^on. It was on one of these 
heavenly days, spiced 'mth the faintest hint of auttmui, 
that Neda received the news of her good-fortune. One 
of her leasers came into the poet to show her and Po* 
leon a bag of dust. He and his partner bad found 
the pay-streak finally, and he had coiae to notify her 
that it gave promise of being very rich, and now that 
its location was demonstrated, no doubt the other "lay* 
men " would have it within a fortnight. As all of them 
were ready to begin sluicing as soon as the ground could 
be stripped, undoubtedly they would be able to take 
out a substantial stake before winter settled and tbs 
first frost closed them down. 

She took the news quietly but with sHning eyes, 
though her pleasure was no greater or more genuins 
than Poleou's, who grasped both her hands in bis and 
shouted, gleefully: 

"Bienl I'm gladt Youll be riche gal for sure now, 
an* wear plaintee fine dress lak' I fetch you. Jus* t'ink, 
you fin* gol' on your place more queecker dan youf 
fader, an' he's good nuner, too. Hat Dat's bullyl" 

"Oh, Poleonl 111 be a fine lady, after all,'* she cried— 

"just as I've dreamed about! Wasn't it beautiful, that 

pile <if yellow gnuns and ni^gets ? Dear, dearl And 
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part of it is mine! You know I've never bad t 
I wonder what it is like to be riclil" 

"How I'm goin' tell you dat?" 

*'01i,weU,they will find it on your clidnu very BOOn.** 

He shook his head. "You better knock wood w*eu 
you eay dat. Uebbe I draw de blank again ; nobody 
can't tell. I've do de sam' t'ing before, an' dose men 
w'at been workan' my groun* dey're gettin' party blue." 

"It's impossible. You're sure to strike it, or if you 
don't, you can have half of what I make — III be too 
wealthy, anyhow, so you might as well." 

He laughed again, at which she suddenly remembered 
that he had not laughed very much of late, or else she 
had been too deeply absorbed in her own happiness to 
mark the lack of his songs and merriment. 

"When you do become a Flambeau king," she con- 
tinued, "what will you do with yotu^elf ? Surely yoo 
won't continue that search for your far country. It 
could never be so beautiful as this." She p<»nted to 
the river that never changed, and yet was never the 
same, and to the forests, slightly tii^d with the ^gna 
of the coming season. "Just look at the mountains," 
she mused, in a hushed voice; "see the haze that 
hai^ over them — the veil that God uses to cover tip 
bis treasures." She drew a deep breath. ""The breeze 
fairly tastes with clean things, doesn^ it? Do you 
know, I've often wanted to be an animal, to have my 
senses sharpened — one of those wild thii^ with a 
funny, sharp, cold nose. I'd like to live in the trees 
and run along the branches like a squirrel, and drink 
in the peilume that comes on the wind, and eat the 
tender, growing tMngs. The eun is bright enou^ 
and the worid is good enough, but I can't feel c 
Tm incomplete." 
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''It's very fine." agreed the Canadian. "I Aoa' se* 
w'y anybody would care for livin' on dem cities w'ea 
dere's eo much nice pla.ce outside." 

"Oh, but the cities must be fine also," said she, 
-'though, of course, they can't be as lovely as this. 
Won't I be g^lad to see themi" 

"Are you goin' away?" he inquired, quickly. 

"Of course." Then ghmpang his downcast face, shs 
hastened to add, "That is, when my claims turn out 
rich enough to afEord it." 

"Oh," he said, with relief. "Dat's different. 1 
I'pose it mus' be purty dull on dem beeg town; no- 
w'ere to go, not'in' to see 'cept lot of houses." 

"Yes," said Neda, "I've no doubt one would get 
tired of it soon, and long for something to do and 
something really worth while, but I should like to try 
h once, and I shall as soon as I'm rich enough. Won't 
you come along?" 

."I don' know," he said, thoughtfully; "mebbe so I 
stay here, mebbe so I tak' my canoe an' go away. For 
long tam' I t'ink dis Flambeau she's de promis' Ian* I 
hear caUin' to me, but I don' know yet for w'ile." 

"What kind of place is that land of yours, PcJeon?" 

"Hal I never see 'im, but she's been cryin' to me 
ever since I'm little boy. It's a place w'ere I don' get 
too hot on de summer an' too col' on de winter; it's 
place w'ere birds sing an' fiowers blossom an' de sun 
shine, an' w'ere I can sleep widout dreamin' 'bout it aQ 
de tam'." 

"Why, it's the land of content — youll never dis- 
cover it by travel. I'll tell you a secret, Poleon. I've 
found it — yes, I have. It hes here." She laid her hand 
on her breast. "Father Bamum told me the story of 
your people, and how it Uves in your blood — that hunger 
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to find the far places; it's what drove the voTagetm 
and couteur du bois from Quebec to Vancouver, and 
from the Mississippi to Hudson's Bay. The vander- 
lust was their heritage, and they pushed on and on 
without rest, like the sahnon in the spring, but they 
were different in this: that they never came bade to 
die." 

"Dat's mel I never see no place yet w'at I care for 
die on, an' I never see no place yet w'at I care for see 
again 'cept dis Flambeau. I lak' it, dis one, purty 
good BO far, but I ain' know w'en I'm goin' get tire'. 
Dat depen's." There was a look of great tenderness 
in his eyes as he bent towards her and searched her 
£ice, but she was not thinking of him, and at length 
he continued: 

"Fader Bamum, he's goin' be here nex' Sonday tor 
cheer up dem Injim. Constantine she's got de let- 
ter." 

""Why, that's the day after to-morrowl" cried Necia. 
-'Oh, won't I be glad to see himi" 

"You don' get dem kin' of mans on de beeg dries," 
said Poleon, "I ain' never care for preachin' much, 
an' dese feller w'at all de tam' pray an* sing t'rough de 
nose, dey mak* me seeck. But Fader Bamum— Ba 
Garl She's the swell man." 

"Do you know," said Neda, wistfully, "I've always 
wanted him to marry me." 

"You t'inkin' 'bout marry on some feller, eh?" said 
the other, with an odd grin. "Wall w'y not? He'll 
be here all day an' nignt. S'pose you do it. Mos' 
anybody w'at ain' got some wife already will be glad 
for marry on you — an' mebbe some feller w'at has got 
irife, tool If you don' lak' dem, an' If you're goin* 
siazzy on somebody, you can be wife to me." 
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Neda laughed lightly. "I believe you would marrf 
me if I wanted you to; you've done everything else 
I've ever asked. But you needn't be afraid; I won't 
take you up." In all her life this man had never spokea 
of love to her, and she had no hint of the dream he 
cherished. He had sung his songs to her and told her 
stories till his frank and boyish mind was hke an open 
page to her; she knew the romance that was the very 
fibre of him, and loved his exaggerated chivalry, for it 
minded her of old tales she had read; but that he could 
care for her save as a friend, as a brother — such a 
thought had never dawned upon her. 

While they were talking a boat had drawn inshore 
and made fast to the bank in front of them. An Ind- 
ian landed and, approaching, entered into talk with 
the Frenchman, 

By-and-by Poleon turned to the girl, and said: 

"Dere's 'hondred marten -skin come in; you min* 
, de store w'ile I mak' trade wit' disman." 

Together the two went down to the boat, leaving 
Ne<aa behind, and not long after Runnion saimtered 
up to the store and addressed her familiarly. 

"Hello, Necia! I just heard about the strike on 
your clMm. That's fine and dandy." 

She acknowledged ois congratulations curtly, for 
although it was customary for most of the old-timers 
to call her by her Christian name, she resented it from 
this man. She chose to let it pass, however. 

"I had some good news lart ni^t myself," he con- 
tinued. "One of my men has hit some good dirt, and 
well know what it means in a day or so. I'll gamble 
we're into the money big, though, for I always was a 
lucky cuss. Say, where's your father?" 

"He's out at the mine." 
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"We've used up all of oiu* bar si^ar at tbe I 
and I want to buy what you've got." 

"Very well, I'll get it for you." 

He followed her inside, watching her graceful niove« 
ments, and attempting, with his free-and-easy insolence, 
to make friendly advances, but, seeing that she refused 
to notice him, he became piqued, and grew bolder. 

"Look here, Necia, you're a mighty pretty giil. 
I've had my eye on you ever since I landed, and the 
more I see of you the better I Uke you." 

"It isn't necessary to tell me that," she replied, 
•'The price of the sugar will be just the same." 

"Yes, and you're bright, too," he declared. " That's 
what I like in a woman — good looks and brains. 
I believe in strong methods and straight talk, too; 
none of this serenading and moonlight mush for me. 
When I see a girl I hke, I go and get her. That's me. 
I make love like a man ought to — " 

"Are you making love to me?" she inquired, corii 
cusly. 

"It's a little bit sudden, I know, but a man has ta 
begin some time. I think you'd just about suit me. 
We'll both have money before long, and I'll be good t<; 
you." 

The girl laughed derisively in his face. 

"Now don't get sore. I mean business. I don't 
wear a blue coat and use a lot of fancy words, and then 
throw you down when I've had my fun, and I don't 
ihang around and spoil your chances with other meo 
either." 

"What do you mean?" 

"Well, I'm no soft-talking Southerner with gold 
brrttons and highfalutin' ways. I don't care if you aio 
a squaw. 111 take you—" 
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^Doat talk to mel" she oied, in dti^ust. her voioa 
hot with anger and resentment. 

But he continoed, unheeding: "Now, cut out these 
airs and get down to cases. I mean what I say. I 
know you've been casting sheep's eyes at Burrell, but, 
LordI he wouldn't have you, no matter how rich you 
get. Of course, you acted careless in going off alone 
with him. but I don't mind what they're saying around 
e&mp, for I've made httle slips like that myself, and 
we'd get along — " 

"I'll have you killedl" she hissed, through her 
dinched teeth, while her whole body vibrated with pa»- 
tion. "I'll call Poleon and have him shoot youl" She 
pointed to the river-bank a hundred yards away, where 
the Canadian was busy assorting skins. 

But he only laughed at her show of temper, and 
ifan^ged his Moulders as he answered her, roughly: 

"Understand me, I'm on the square. So think it 
over, and don't go up in the air hire a sky-rocket." 

She cried out at him to "Go — go — gol" and fiiLally 
he took up his bundle, saying, as he stepped out slowly: 

"All rightl But I'm coming back, and you'll have 
to listen to me. I dcm't mind beii^ called a squaw- 
man. You're pretty near white, and you're good 
enough for me. I'll treat you right — ^why, 111 even 
marry you if you're dead set on it. Surel" 

She could scarcely breathe, but checked her first in- 
dination to call Poleon, knowing that it needed only a 
word from her to set that nut-brown savage at Run- 
nion's throat. Other thoughts began to crowd her 
brain aad to stiQe her. The fellow's words had stabbed 
her consciousness, and done something for her that 
gentler means would not have accomplished ; they had 
opened her tyt» to a thing that she had forgotten — a 
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hideous thing that had reared its fangs once before to 
strike, but which her dreams of happiness had driven 
out of her Eden. All at once she saw the wrong that 
had been done her, and reaUzed from this brute's in- 
sult that those early fears had been well grounded. It 
suddenly occurred to her that in all the hours she had 
, spent with her lover, in all those unspeakably sweet and 
' intimate hours, there had never been one word of mar- 
ri^^. He had looked into her eyes and vowed he 
could not Uve without her, and yet he had never said 
the words he should have said, the words that would 
bind her to him. His arms and his lips had comforted 
her and stilled her fears, but after all he had merely 
made love, A cold fear crept over the girl. She re- 
called the old Corporal's words of a few weeks ago, and 
her conversation with Stark came back to her. What 
if it were true — that which Runnion implied ? What if 
he did not intend to ask her, after all ? What if he had 
only been amusing himself ? She cried out sharply at 
this, and when Doret st^gered in beneath a great load 
of skins he found her in a strange excitement. When 
he had finished his accounting with the Indian and dis- 
missed him, she turned an agitated face to the French- 

"Poleon," she said, "I'm in trouble. Oh, I'm in 
such awful troublel" 

"It's dat RtinnionI I seen 'im pass on de store w'ile 
I'm down below." His brows knit in a black scowl, 
and his voice slid off a pitch in tone. "W'at he say, 
eh?" 

"No, no, it's not that. He paid me a great con^li- 

ment." She laughed harshly. "Why, he asked me 

to marry him." The man beside her cursed at this, 

but she continued: "Don't blame him for hking m*— 

169 



jbyGoogIc 



THB BASRIBX 

Fm tbe only woman for five hundred miles around—* 
or I Tnu until this crowd came — so how could he help 
himself? No, he merely showed me what a fool I've 
been." 

"I guess you better tell me all 'bout dis t'ing," said 
Fole^o, gravely. "You know I'm all tam' ready for 
help you, Neda, Wen you was little feller an' got 
bast your finger you run to me queeck, an' I fees it." 

"Yes, I know, dear Poleon," she assented, grate- 
fully. "You've been a brother to me, and I need you 
now more than I ever needed you before. I can't go 
to father; be wouldn't tmderstand, or else he would 
understand too much, and spoil it all, his temper is so 
qmck." 

"I'm not Vat you call easy-goin' mese'f," the 
Canadian said, darkly, and it was plain that he was 
deeply t^^tated, whidi added to the girl's distress; but 
she b^an to speak rapidly, incoherently, her impul- 
siveness givii^ significance to her words, so that the 
man bad no difficulty in following her drift. With 
quick insight he caught her meaning, and punctuated 
her broken sentences with a series of grave nods, as- 
suring her that he knew and understood. He had 
always known, he had always understood, it seemed. 

"Don't think I'm unwomanly, Poleon, for I'm not. 
I may be foolish and faithful and too trusting, but I'm 
not — unmaidenly. You see, I've never been like other 
girls — and he was so fine, so different, he made me love 
him — it's part of a soldier's trainii^, I suppose. It 
was so sweet to be near him, and to hear him tell of 
himself and all the woiid he knows — I just let myself 
drift. I'm afraid — I'm afraid I listened too well, and 
my ears heard more than he said — my head is bo full 
of books, you know." 
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"He should have know* dat, too," said Foleon. 

"Yes," she flared up, "He knew I was only an 
Indian ^rl." 

The only color in Doret's face lay now in his cheeks, 
where the sua had put it; but be smiled at her — his 
warm, engaging smile — and laid lus great brown hand 
iqton her shoulder softly. 

" I've look' in hees eye 'an' I'm always t'ink he's good 
man. I don' never t'ink he'll mak' fun of poor httle 
gal." 

"But he has, Poleon; that's just what he has done." 
She came near to breaking down, and finished, pathet- 
ically, "They're telling the story on the street, so 
Runoion says." 

"Dat's easy t'ing for feex," he said. "Ruimicm, 
she don* spread no more story lak* dat." 

"I don't care what they say. I want the truth. 
I want to know what he means, what his intentions 
are. He swears he loves me, and yet he has never 
asked me to marry him. He has gone too far; he has 
made a fool of me to amuse himself, and — and I couldn't 
see it until to-day. He's lai^hing at me, Poleon, he's 
laughing at me nowl Oh, I can't bear itt" 

^le Frenchman took up his wide hat from the coun- 
ter and placed it carefully upon his head, but she stop- 
ped him as he moved towards the door, for she read 
the meaning of the glare in his eyes. 

"Wait till you understand — ^wait, I sayt He hasn't 
done anything yet." 

"Dat's de trouble. I'm goin' mak' 'im do somet'ing." 

"No, no] It isn't that; it's these doubts that are 
V fHiTig me — I'm not sure — " 

"I hear plaintee," he said. "Dere's no torn' tat 
iDOolcey roun*." 
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"I teJl you he may be honest," she declared. "Ua 
may mean to marry me, but I've got to know. That's 
why I came to you; that's what you must find out for 
me." 

"I'm good trader, Neda," said the Canadian, after a 
moment. " 111 mak' bargain wit* you now. If he say 
yes, he'll marry you, I don' ask no more; but if he say 
no, you geeve 'im to me. Is it go?" 

She hesitated, while he continued, musingly, "I 
don' see how no man on all dis wori' could lef' you go." 
Then to her, "Wal, is it bargain?" 

"Yes," she said, the Indian blood speaking now; 
"but you must learn the truth, there must be no mis- 
take — that would be terrible." 

"Dere ain' goin' be no mistak*." 

"If he should refuse, I — I'll marry some one, quick. 
I won't be laughed at by this camp; I won't be a joke. 
Oh, Poleon! I've given myself to him just as truly as 
if — ^well, he — ^he has taken my first kiss." 

Doret smote his hands together at this and began 
to roll his head backward from side to side, as if in 
some great pain, but his lips were dry and silent. After 
a moment the spell left him, the fire died down, leav- 
ing only a dumb agony in its place. She came closer 
and continued: 

" 111 never let them point at me and say, "There goes 
the squaw that — he threw away,"* 

"You mak' dis very hard t^ng for me," he said, 
; wearily. 

' "Listen," she went on, lashing herself with pity 
and scorn. "You say Father Bamum will be here on 
Sunday. Well — I'll marry some one, I don't care 
whol" Then, with a sudden inspiration, she cried, 
fill many you — you said I could be a wife to yon." 
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He uttered a sharp cry. "You mean dat, Neda?" 

"Yes," she declared. "Why not? You'll do it for 
my sake, won't you?" 

"Would you Stan' up wit' me longside of de pries', 
lovin' dat Oder feller all de tarn' ?" he asked, queerly, 

"Yes, yes! I'd rather it was you than anybody, 
but married 111 be on Sunday, I'll never let th^ 
laugh at me." 

Doret held his silence for a moment, then he looked 
up and said, in level tones: 

"It's easy t'ing for go an' ask ^m, but you nras* 
hear hees answer wit" your own ears — den you can't 
t'ink I'm lyin'. I'll fetch 'im 'ere on dis place if you 
feex it for hide you'se'f behin' dose post." He indi- 
cated a bundle of furs that were suspended against a 
pillar, and which offered ample room for concealment. 
*'Dere's goin' be no lies to-day." 

He pulled himself together and went out, with the 
tired gait of an old man, his great shock head bowed 
low. A few moments later he returned. 

*' I've sent ]i1* Jean for 'im. You get in den out of 
ri^t— an* wait." 
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CHAPTER Xn 

A TANGLED BEBIH 

WHEIT Burrell entered he wasted no time 111 
greetings. 

"I know why you sent for me, Poleon. I've heard 
the news, and I would have been up anyhow to con- 
gratulate her very soon. I call it pretty fine." 

"Yes, dere's been beeg strike all right, an' Necia 
is gcnn' be riche gal." 

"I'm as pleased as if the claim were mine, and you 
feel the same way, of course." 

The Frenchman nodded. "I love Necia veiy much, 
lak' — ^well, lak' I'm broder to her." The knowledge 
that she was listening made him very uncomfortable 
— in fact, this whole affair savored more of double- 
dealing and treachery than anything he had ever at- 
tempted, and it went sorely against his grain, but it 
had presented itself as the only way to help her, and 
he proceeded, groping haltingly for fit expression, 
"Dere's t'ii^ I want for talk 'bout wit' you, but I'm 
scare' youll t'ink I'm butt in." 

"Nonsense," said Burrell. "I know you too well for 
that." 

"You know me for good man, eh? An' you know 

I ain' try for bre'k up oder fellers' bisnesse, never! 

Wal, I'm come to you now lak' wan good man to 
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'noder biccause I'm got bad trouble on de min*, an* you 
mus'n't get sore." 

"There's no danger, Poleon. Let's have it. If there 
is anything I can do, you may count on me." 

"Wal," he began, nervously, clearing his throat, 
"it's lak' dis. Dere's feller been talk some "bout 
Neda, an' it ain' nice talk ndder." 

"Who is he?" exclaimed the soldier, in a tone that 
made the girl's heart leap. 

"Wait I Lemme tol' you w'at he say, den well talk 
"bout feex 'im plaintee. He say dere'S joke down on 
Stark's saloon dat Neda Gale is mak £ool of herse'f 
on you, an' dat you ain' care for marry her." 

"Runnionl" cried Burrell, and started for the door. 
'' 111 settle with him now for fair!" But Poleon blocked 
his way, and, observing him gravely, continued, in a 
tone that the other could not disregard nor mistake: 

"No, M'sieu', before you pass on dat place you'll tol' 
me if it's true." 

"Truel" the Lieutenant retorted, angrily. "What 
business is it of yours? This concerns me." 

"An' me, tool I'm w'at you caU gardeen for Neda 
till John Gale come back, an' I'm broder of her, too. 
You promis' jus' now you don' get mad, an' I don' say 
she's Runnion ndder w'at spik dose t'ii^; dere's 
more dan 'im been talkin'. Is it true ?" 

His sternness offended Burrell, for the soldier was 
not the kind to discuss his affairs in this way, there- 
fore he drew back scowling. 

"Poleon Doret," he said, "it's not ooc a enemies 
who do him injury, it's his damned fool friends. I 
have learned to regard yon highly because you are a 
brave man and an honest one, but it seems that you 
an a sentimental idiot." 
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"Dem is tough word," Doret replied. "But dertfi 
reason w'y I can't tak' on no madnesse. You say I'm 
hones'. Wal, I'm hones' now, an' I come to you vit^ 
fair words an' I show my han' to you — I don' hoi' oofe 
no cards, M'sieu' — but I don' t'ink it is you who havo 
play square, altogeder, I'm Necia's frien*, an' lit 
figtit for her jus' so queecker lak* you, but I mus' Icnoir 
dis t'ing for sure,so if you have de good heart an* de 
courai^ of good man youll tell me de truth. Do you 
have the feelin' for marry on her?" 

The pause that followed was awkward for both of 
them, while the gid, who stood concealed near by, held 
her breath and buried her nails in her palms. Why 
did he hesitate ? Would he never speak f It seemed 
oai, for he swung between diverse emotions — anger that 
this outsider should question him on so intimate a 
matter, chagrin at the knowledge of having injured 
Neda, and rage, blind n^, at the thought of its b^ 
coming a barroom topic. Gradually the conviction 
grew that it was not a question of idle curiosity with 
Doret, and the man's history recurred to him. No 
wonder he was interested in the girl, no wonder he 
wished to guard her; he had been a brother indeed, 
even as he said, and he could have no motive save an 
honorable one. It never occurred to the soldier that 
this Frenchman could harbor feelings akin to his own. 
The man was rough and foreign; his thoughts had 
been couched in harsher language, perhaps, than hs 
intended -noreover, the fellow's high sense of honor 
was a byv-ord — and of a sudden the desire to set him- 
self right in this man's eyes dictated his answer. 

"I am amazed at myself for listening to you," Im 

said, at last, "and quite shocked, in fact, at my an* 

Bwering your questions, bttt perhaps I'd better, after 
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«&. First, however, let me say that the little giil It 
just as pure now as she was before she knew me—** 

Poleon threw up his hand. "M'sieu', dat's mora 
doser to de insult dan w'at you call me jus' now. 
You don' need for spoke it." 

"You're rightl There's no need to tell you that. 
As for showing her certain attentions — well, I admit 
that I have, as you know, but, thank God, I can say 
I've been a gentleman and addressed her as I would 
the fairest lady I've known." 

"An' you mean for marry, eh?" probed the other. 

Now, no man could have answered such a direct 
question easily, and in this case it was especially hard 
for the Kentuckian. who was torn between his un- 
governable desire anj that decision which cold reason 
had thrust upon him. He wanted to say, "Yes, I'll 
marry her to-morrow," but something bade Mm pause 
before he sacrificed upon this altar of a youthful love 
his hfe, his hopes, his ambitions. Had he not wrestled 
with himself for months in thinking it all out, until 
bis mind was weary and listless with the effort ? For 
the great test that tries a man's soul and compels him 
to know himself had not yet come to Meade Burrell; 
wherefore, he hesitated long. 

*'I did not say so," he declared, at last. "It's a 
thing I can't well discuss, because I doubt if you could 
understand what I would say. This life of yours is dif- 
ferent from mine, and it would be useless for me to 
explain the reason why I cannot marry her. Leaving 
out all question of my sentiment, there are insur- 
mountable obstacles to such a union; but as to 'his talk, 
3 think that can be stopped without annoyance to her, 
and as for the rest, we must trust to time to bring 
•bout a pnq>er adjustment — " 
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A low, discordant sound of laugiiter arrested Ut 
irords, and, turning, be beheld Neda standing revealed 
in the dimness. 

"What an amuMng person you are r* she said. "I've 
had hard work holding in all this time while yoa were 
torturing your mind and twisting the honest En^ish 
langu^e out of shape and meaning, I knew I should 
have to laugh sooner or later." 

"What is the meaning ot this?" he demanded. "Jm 
It a jolre ?" " 

"Indeed it is," she declared, laughing afresh, "and 
the best I've ever enjoyed. Wasn't it funny, Poleon" 
• — she turned gayly to the Frenchman, but he stood like 
one petrified — "to see him debating coolly whether he 
cared for me enough to face the worid with me, and 
trying to explain to you that he was too good to many 
a squaw i Oh, you were very gentlemanly about it, or, 
and you wouldn't have hurt my feelings for the worldl" 

"NeciaP 

"That's your Dixie chivalry, I suppose. Well, I've 
played with you long enot^h, lieutenant Burrell, I'm 
tired of the game, and you interest me no longer." 

"You — you — say you've been playing with mel" 
stammered the man. The bottom of things seemed 
suddenly to shde from under him; he was like one 
sinkii^; in some hideous quagmire. He felt as if be 
were choking. 

"Why, of course," she cried, scornfully, "just at 
you took me up for amusement. You were such a 
fine, well-dressed, immaculate mound of conceit that 
I couldp't resist the temptation, and you hid your 
condescenaon so poorly that I thought you ought to 
be taken down a peg. I knew I was a squaw, but X 
vanted to see if I were not like other women, after aM, 
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imd if you were not like other metL*' She waa talldng 
rapidly now, almost shrilly, for she had never attempt- , 
ed to act before, while he stood dazed and speechless, 
ftunbling at Ms throat while she railed at him. "You 
needn't waste time debating whether I'm good enough 
for you, because I'm not — decidedly, I'm not your kind, 
and you are a joke to me." 

He uttered an inarticulate cry, but she ran on un- 
heeding, her eyes wide and glowing Uke coals, her lipa 
chalk-white, "You see, it's time I stopped such fool- 
ishness, anyhow, for I'm to be married on Simday." 

"You are going to be married?" he muttered, 
laboriously. 

"Yes, to Pcdeon. Why, that's been understood for 
yrars." 

He whirled upon the Canadian in a fury, and hia 
words came hot and tumbling. 

"So you're in this, Doret. You're a part of this 
little f^ce. You trapped me here to make a focd oC 
me, did you? Well, I can settle with you — '* 

"D-don't blame him I" cried the girl, hysterically. 
f'lt is all my doing. He had no part in it." 

Burrell wlweled back to the Frenchman again. ^Is 
this true?" 

"Yes," said Doret, in a restrained vuce. "Ks ain' 
no work of mine," 

"You're a liarl" breathed the Kentucldan, now fair* 
ly wild with anger; but the other looked him squarely 
between the eyes and made no move. 

"M*sieu*," he cried,"I'm livin' t'orty year.an* never 
took no nam' lak' dat before, but dere's reason here 
w'y I can't mak* no answer." He inclined his head 
towards- the girl, and before Burrell could break out 
■gain he checked hi ^ r 
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"It's no good mak' fight wit' lesser dan two people. 
Vou've tol' me dat you are gentleman. Wal, I aia* 
nobody but trapper an' trader, but I don' spoil de name 
of no good girl, an* I don' quarrel in presence of lady, 
so mebbe, affer all, dere's mistak' somew'ere, an' I'm 
gentleman mese'f 'stead of you." 

"Why, you aren't really angry. Lieutenant?" mock- 
ed Neda. "It's only the joke of an ignorant half- 
breed girl whose sense of humor is all out of gear. You 
mustn't quarrel over a squawl" 

She taunted him like a baited badger, for this thing 
was getting beyond her control and the sav^^ in- 
stincts of the wilderness were tQipermost. 

"You are quite right," he replied. "I am very 
foolish, and the laugh is with you." His lips tried 
to frame a smi]e, but failed, and he added: "Your 
wit is not my kind, that is all. I beg you both to ac- 
cept my congratulations on your nuptials. Undoubt- 
ecUy, you will be happy together; two people with 
such similar ideas of hiunor must have much to 
enjoy in common." He bowed low and, turning, walked 
out. 

The moment he was gone she cried, breathlessly: 

"You must marry me, Poleon. You've got to do 
it now." 

"Do you mean dat for sure?" he said. 

"Can't you see there's nothing else for it, after this? 
Ill ^ow him that he can't make me a toy to suit his 
convenience. I've told him I would marry you on 
Stmday, and I'll do it or die. Of course you don't 
love me, for you don't know ^lat love is, I suppose; 
how — could you?" She broke down and began to 
catch her breath amid coughing sobs that shook hef 
slender body, though they left her eyes dry and feveriith. 
tSo 
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•'I — Yia very unhappy, b-but I'll be a good — ^wifc to 
you. Oh, Poleon, if you only knew — " 

He drew a long breath. When he ^oke his vdoe 
had the timbre of some softly played instrument, and 
a tremor ran through his words. 

"Nol I don' know w'at kin' of love is dis, tor sure. 
De kin' of love I know is de kin' I sing 'bout in my 
songs; I s'pose it's different breed to yours, an' I'm 
begin to see it don' live nowhere but on dem soi^ of 
mine. Dere's long tarn' I waste here now — five yeap^ 
but to-morrow I go again lookin' for my own countree." 

"Poleon!" she cried, looking 141 with startled eyes. 
-'Not to-morrow, but Sunday — we will go together," 

He shook bis head. "To-morrow, Necial An' I go 
alone." 

"Then you won't — marry me?" she asked, in a 
bushed and frightened voice. 

"Not Dere's wan t'ir^ I can't do even for you, 
Necia, dere's wan t'ing I can't geeve, dat's all — jus' 
wan on all de worl'. I can't kill de li'l' god wit' de 
bow an' arrer. He's all dat mak' de sun shine, de 
birds sing, an' de leaves w'isper to me; he's de wan li'l' 
feller w'at mak' my hfe wort' livin' an" keep music in 
my sou]. If I keel 'im dere ain' no more lef lak' it, 
an' I'm never goin' fin' my Ian' of content, nor sing 
nor laugh no more. I'm t'inkin' I would rader sii^ songs 
to 'im all alone ondemeat' de stars beside my camp- 
fire, an' talk wit' 'im in my bark canoe, dan go livin* 
wit' you in fine house an' let 'im get col' an' die." 

"But I told him I'd marry you — that I had always 
intended to. He'll believe I was lying," she moanedi 



"Dat's too bad — but dis t'ing ain'^no ddn's wit* 
ne. Dere's wan t'ing in dis worl' mus' live foreveft 
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an' dat's love — if we kill 'im den it's pvaty poor placa 
for stoppin' in. I'm cut off my han' for help you, 
Necia, but I can't be husban' to no woman in fun." 

"Your foolish head is full of romance," she biirst 
out. "You think you're doing me a favor, but you're 
not. Why, there's Runnion — ^he wants me so much 
that he'd 'even many me'!" Her wild lai^hter stab- 
bed the man. "Was ever a girl in such a fix! I've 
been made love to ever ance I was half a woman, but 
at thought of a priest men seem to turn pale and run 
like whipped dc^s. I'm only good enough for a bad 
man and a gambler, I suppose." She sank to a seat, 
flung out her arms hopelessly, and, bowing her head, 
began to weep imcontrollably. "If — if — I only had a 
woman to talk to — ^but they are all men — all men." 

Poleon waited patiently imtil her paroxysm of sob- 
t»ng had passed, then gently raised her and led her 
out throt^h the back door into the summer day, which 
an hour ago had been so bright and promising and was 
now so gray and dismal. He followed her with his 
eyes imtil she disappeared inside the log-house. 

"An' dat's de end of it all," he mused. "Rve year 
I've wait — an' jus' for dis." 

Meade Burrell never knew how he gained his quai^ 
ters, but when he had done so he locked his door be- 
hind him, then loosed his hold on things material. 
He raged abouc the room hke a wild animal, and vented 
his spite on every inanimate thing that lay within 
reach. His voice was strange in his own ears, as was 
the destructive frenzy that possessed him. In time 
he grew quieter, as the physical energy of this brutal 
impulse spent itself; but there came no surcease of Ma 
mental disquiet. As yet his mind grasped but dully 
the fact that she was to marry another, but gradually 
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this thot^ht in turn took possesion of liiin. She would 
be a -wife in two days. That great, roistering, bmwn 
rn an would fold her to himself — she would yield to him 
every inch of her palpitant, passionate body. The 
thought drove the lover frantic, and he felt that mad- 
ness lay that way if he dwelt on such fancies for long. 
Of a Budden he realized all that she meant to him, and 
cursed himself anew. While he had the power to pos- 
sess her he had dallied and hesitated, but now that he 
had no voice in it, now that she was irretrievably be- 
yond his reach, he vowed to snatch her and hold her 
against the world. 

As he grew calmer his reason began to dissect the 
scene that had taken place in the store, and he wcm- 
dered whether she had been lying to him, after all. 
No doubt she had been eng^^ to the Frenchman, 
and had always platmed to wed Poleon, for that was 
not out of reason; she might even have set out mis- 
chievously to amuse herself with him, but at the 
recollection of those rapturous hours they had spent 
together, he declared aloud that she had loved him, 
and him only. Every instinct in him shouted that she 
loved him, in spite of her cruel protestations. 

All that afternoon he stayed locked in his room, 
,and during those solitary hours he came to know hit 
own soul. He saw what life meant: what part love 
plays in it, how dwarfed and withered all things are 
when pitted against it. 

A man came with his supper, but he called to him 
to be gone. The night settled slowly, and with the 
darkness came such a feeling of despair and lonesome- 
ness that Burrell lighted every lamp and candle in 
the place to dispel, in some msasure, the gloom that 
bad fallen upon him. There are those who believa 
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that in panng from cU^^ht to darimet a nMt 
tnnstioa ocxnirs olda to the change from poaitiTe to 
negative in an electrical current, and that this in- 
tangible, tintraceabte atmospheric influence exerts a 
definite, pqrchical e&ct tq>on men and theii mf^d ft 
of thought Be this as it may, it ia certain that aa 
the night grev darker the lieutenant's mood changed. 
He tost his fierce anger at the giri, and reasoned 
that he owed it to her to set hims^ right in her 
eyes; tiiat in all justice to her he ought to prove 
Ids own ancerity, and assure her that Trhatever her 
own state of mind had been, she wronged him when 
tbe said he had made sport o£ her for his own plea^ 
ore. She might then dismiss him and proceed with her 
marriage, but first she must know this much of the 
tmth at least. So he afgued, insensible to the sophi»- 
tiy of his reasoning, which was in reality impelled by 
ibe hunger to see her and hear her voice again. Ha 
matched his hat and bolted out, almost running in hil 
eagerness. 

An up-river steamboat was just landing as he neared 
the trading-post — a freighter, as he noted by her lights. 
In the glare at the river-bank he saw Poleon and the 
trader, who had evidently returned from Lee's Creelc, 
and without accosting them he hurried on to the store. 
Peering in from the darkness, he saw All\ma; no doubt 
Neda was alone in the house behind. So he stumbled 
around to the back to find the window of her room 
aglow behind its furtain, and, receiving no answer to 
Us knock, he entered, for it was customary at Gale's 
to waive ceremony. Inside the big room he paused, 
then stepped swiftly across and rapped at her dooc 
felling bade s pace as she came out. 

iDrtead cf yeaking at once, as he bad planned. I» 



jbyGoogIc 



A TANGLED SKEIN 

f wn a t her escaping, be was Btnick speeddess, far tlta 
Tuum that met his eyea was that which he had teen 
oae blithe spring morning three months before; but 
to-night there was no shawl to conceal her sweetfy 
rounded neck and shoulders, whose whiteness was 
startling against the black of the ball-room gown. The 
slim gold chain hmig annmd her neck and her hair 
was piled high, as before. He noted every smallest 
detail as she stood there waiting for turn to q>eak, 
forgetful of everything else. 

She had put on the gown again to see if, perchance, 
Jbere might be some mark of her blood or breed that 
bad escaped her previous scmtiny, and, as there was 
DO one to observe her, she had attired hersdf Slowly, 
absorbed in her whimsy. Her wistful beauty dazed 
the jroung man and robbed him of the words he had 
rehearsed but as she made to flee from him, with a 
pitiful gesture, towards her room, the fear of losing her 
aroused him and spurred Ms wit. 

"Don't go awayl I have something I must teO you. 
I'VS thought it over, and you've got to listen, Neda." 

"I am listening," she answered, very quietly. 

"Understand me, I'm not whinit^, and I'm wiOiiig 
to take my medicine. I couldn't talk or think very 
straight this afternoon, but you were wrong," 

^Yes. I know now, I was wrong. It was most tm- 
fatdy-tite, wasn't it? But you see, I am only a little 



"I dont mean that; I mea n you were wroi^ vhen 
yon said I bad played with yoiL In the eight of God, 
I Bweax you were mistaken. You have made me love 
yon, Necta. Can't you see?" 

Sh made no sign. 

f U you can't. I owe it to you and to myseU to Ml 
t8« 
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ym right. I am not Mhamed to mdaamAtidgt sijr 
km, and even iriien yon an mairied to Poleon I w*al 
jren to know that I shan love yoa alwayi." 
Evea yet the made no dgn. Waa he not raeaeiy 

repeating tbe same empty wordi with irtadi be had 
•o often beguiled her? There was no word td mat- 
riage; be still conadeted her anwortby, beneath him. 
Tbe pain of it caxaed the giil to wince suddenly, and 
her aensitive face fli n ched, seeing whidi he bndca 
out: 

"You do love ms, Neda — you do; I aee it in yoor 
eyesl" AxiA be started towards her with open arms, but 
rile shrank away from him. 

"No, no) Don't touch mel" she ahnoet Kxeanted. 

"liy dear one," be breathed, "you mart Krten to 
me. Yoa have nothing to fear, for I knre yoo— ^ove 
yoo — love youl Yon were made for mel Youll bo 
my wife. Yes; youll be married on Sunday, bttt to 
me, not to Pdeon or any other man!" 

Did she hear aright? Waa be. her soldier knrer, 
■■king her, the Indian giil — f 

"Yoa do love me, don't you?" be pleaded. But attll 
■be could not speak, and he tried to read the answer 
tn her sw i mm ing eyes. 

"You mean — you want to— marry meF" she mur- 
mored, at last, hesitating shyly at the word that bad 
come to play so momentous a part in her little world. 

"Indeai I dol" he declared, with eii:q>hBsis. "In 
q>ite of everything, anything. Nothing else matters." 

"Nothing?" 

"NotfaingI III quit the army. IH give vp tb« 
Service, and my pec^le, too. 111 pnt eveiytfaing badt 
tl me, and we'll start out anew — just you and I." 

f-W^t a moment." she said, retreating a Utth Inm 
iS6 
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Ms «^er, out-stretched mnis. "Why do jraa need t« 
Jo an that?" 

"Never mind why; it's as good as done. Yon 
wouldn't understand — " 

"But I think I do understand now. Do I really 
mean all that to you?" 

"Yes, and morel" 

" Listen to me," said the giil, quietly. " I want yon 
to talk slowly so I may not misunderstand. If you — 
marry me, muet you forego all those great things you 
^>eak of — your profession, your family, your future?" 

"Don't let'stalk about it, Neda; I've got you, and — " 

"Please answer me," she urged. "I thou^^t I un- 
deretood, but I'm a&aid I dont. I thought it was 
toy beiag a breed that stood in the way — " 

"There's nothii^ in the way — " 

"—that I wasn't good enough. I knew I could over- 
come that; I knew I could make myself grow to your 
level, but I didn't think my blood would fetter you 
and main this difference. I suppose I am putting it 
awkwardly, because I'm not sure that I quite imder- 
stand it myself yet. Things seem different now, some- 
bow, than they did before." 

"Nonaensel" exclaimed the soldier. "If they dont 
bother me, Neda, why should you worry?" 

"Would you really have to give up your family — 
your sister? Would those people you are so proud 
of and who are so proud oi you — would they cut you 
off?" 

"There is no question of catting off. I have no in- 
heritance comii^; I don't want any. I don't want 
■nythii^ except you, dear." 

"Won't you tell me?" she persisted. "Yoa SM. I 
■n dun at these things." 

18? 
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"Wdl, what if they do?" he conceded. "You moPB 
than make it up to me — you outweigh a thousand 
fonulies." 

"And would your marriaf^ to a — a — to me destroy 
your army career ?" 

"Well, it will really be much eader for both of us if 
I resign from the Service," be finally admitted. "In 
fact, I've decided to do so at once." 

"No, nol You mustn't do that. To-night yoa 
iMnlc I am worth the price, but a day will come — " 

He leaned forward and caught her hands in his. 

" — Meade, I can't let you do it." 

"I'd like to see you help yourself," he said, banter- 
fa^y. 

"I can and I will. You must not marry me, Meade 
—it's not right — it can't be." She suddenly realized 
what this renunciation would mean, and began to- 
shiver. To think of losing him now, after he had come 
to her freely — it would be very hardl But to her, too, 
there had come the revelation that love means sac- 
rifice, and she knew now that she loved her soldier too 
well to let her shadow darken his bright future, too 
well to ruin him. 

"It will be over before you know it," she heard him 
saying, in a lame attempt at levity. "Father Bamum 
is an expert, and the operation won't occupy him ten 
minutes." 

"Meade, you must listen to me now," she said, so 
earnestly that it sobered him. "Do you think a girl 
coidd be happy if she knew a good man had spoiled 
his life for her i I would rather die now than let you 
do such a thing. I couldn't bear to see myself a drt^ 
on you. Oh, I know it would be wonderful, this happi- 
ness of oni8, for a time, and then — " She was finding 
i88 
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h more and more difScult to contiiitie. "A piisoner 
grows to hate the chains that bind him; when that day 
catne for you, I should hate myself. No, nol Believe 
me, it can't be. You're not of my people, and I'm not 
<rf yours." 

At that moment they heard the voiceB of the trader 
and his squaw outade, approaching the bouse. The 
giii's breath caught in her throat, she flung herself 
recklessly upon her lover's breast and threw her aims 
around his neck in an ^ony of farewell. 

"Ifeadel Ueadel my soldierl" she sobbed, "kiss me 
good-bye for the last timel" 

"No," he said, roughly. 

But she dragged his face down to her burning lips. 

"Now you must go," she said, tearing herself away, 
"and, for my sake, don't see me t^ain." 

"I Willi I Willi I'll ask your father for you to- 
night." 

"No, nol Donf. please don'tl Wait till— till to- 
morrow — tm I say the word I Promise me I On your 
kwe, promisel" 

Her eyes held sut^ a painful entreaty that he nodded 
acquiescence as the door opened and her father and 
Alitutaentemd. 
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STARK TAKES A HAND IN TBB GAUB 

I'^HE old man greeted the Lieutenant affably, btrt 
as his glance fell on his daii^hter he stopped 
stock-still on the threshold. 

"I told you never to wear that dress agmn," he said, 
in a dry, harsh voice. 

The girl made no answer, for her heart was breaking, 
but turned and went into her room. Burrell had ao 
irresistible desire to tell Gale that he wanted bis 
daughter for his wife ; it would be an unwonted pleas- 
ure to startle this iron-gray old man and the shawled 
and shambling mummy of red, with the unwinking eye« 
that always reminded him of two ox-heart cherries; 
but he had given Necia his promise. So he descended 
to the exchange of ordinary topics, and inquired for 
news of the creek. 

"Neda's ground is getting better every hour," the 
trader said. "Yesterday they fotmd a sixty-doUar 
pan." 

"Have you struck pay on yours?" 

"No; Foleon and I seem to hold bad hands. Soma 
of his laymen are quitting work. They've cross-cut 
in half a dozen places and can't find a color." 

"But stu^ly they haven't fully prospected his claims 
yet; there must be plenty of room for a pay-streak 
somewhere, mustn't there?" ^ 
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"It looks like he had drawn three blanks," said Gale, 
"although we can't tell for sure. They're breaking most 
as bad for me, too; but I've got a new hunch, and 
I'm running up a dreen to catch bed-rock along the 
left rim. I've got twenty men at work, and I'll know 
before long. You heard about Runnion.of course?" 

"Yes; the usual story— the bad men get the good 
mines, and the good ones get the hungry spots. Well, 
I might have been one of the unfortunates if I had 
staked for myself; but I hardly think so, I'm pretty 
lucky." He laughingly bade them good-night, con- 
tent with himself and at peace with the world. 

Gale went to Necia's door and called her, but when 
she appeared he was imprepared for the tragic face 
with which she greeted him. 

"Daughter," he said, ^on't feel bad over what I 
said; I didn't mean to be ctms with you, but — I dcm't 
like that dress." 

"Were you cross with me, daddy?" she said, dully. 
"I didn't hear. What did you say?" 

He looked at her in amazement. "Necia, little girl, 
what is the trouble?" 

She was staring past him, and her fingers were 
fumbling helplessly with the lace of her gown, but she 
began to show signs of collapse. 

"I sent him away — I — gave him up, when he wanted 
me — wanted me — Oh, daddyl he wants to marry 
me — and I sent him away." 

Allvma uttered a short, satisfied exclamation, and, 
)ooking at Gale meaningly, said: 

"Itis good. Itis good. He is a stranger." 

But the maij disregarded her interruption. 

"He asked you to marry him in — in — ^in spite d 
who you are and what I am ?" 
191 
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"Tee* he Is ready to give up hia ambition, his aimy. 
Us future, bis family, everytbing, for me — ^to sacrifice 
it all; and so, of course, I couldn't let him. She spoke 
simply, as if her father fnrald surely understand and 
approve her action, while in her voice was a note of 
inevitable res^ation. "Vou see, I never understood 
what my blood would mean to bim until to-ni^t. I've 
been selfiah and thoughtless, I guess. I just wanted 
him, and wanted bim to take me; but now that be is 
mine, I love him more than I thought. He is so dear 
to me that I can't drag liim down — I can't — I can't 1" 
She went to the open door and stood leaning against 
the casing, facing the cool outer darkness, her face hid- 
den from them, ber form saving wearily, as if tite 
struggle bad sapped her whole strength. 

Alluna crept to the trader and loolnd up at him 
eagerly, whispering: 

"This will end in a little while, John. She Is young. 
She can go back to the l£&sion to-moiTow. She wiK 
soon forget." 

"Por^l Do you think she can forgetf" 

"Any woman can forget. Only men remember." 

"It is the red blood in you — lying. You know yon 
Be." 

"It is to save your life," she said. 

"I know; but it's no use." To Neda he said: --Yon 
needn't worry, little daughter." But her ears were deaf. 
"You needn't give him up, I say — this will end aS 
right." 

Sedng that she gave no sign of heeding, he stepped 
closer, and sww^ her about till she faced him. 

"Can't you trust me this one time? You alwayi 
have before, Neda. I say he'll mairy you. and it wi| 
slU come out right." 

tga 
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She raised her li<^>des8 eyes and strove gamely to 
meet Ms, then, failing, broke away, and turned back 
to the door. "I knew you couldn't understand. I — 
I — oh, God, I love him sol" With a cry like that of 
a wounded £minial she fled out into the night, where 
she could give vent to her anguish unseen; tor she had 
never wept before her father, but always crept away 
and hid herself until her grief was spent. Gale would 
have started after her, but Alliuia dragged him back 
fiercdy. 

"No, nol It means your life, John. Let the secret 
die, and she will forget. She ia so young. Time will 
cure her — time cures everything. Don't tell her — 
don't teU any one — and, above all, don't tell that scd- 
dier! He would not believe, nor would she. Even 
I have doubtedl" 

"You?" 

"Yes, John. And if / don't believe, what is a 
stranger to say ? No man knowing you would believe 
the tale — ^without proof. Suppose she doubted — have 
you ever thought of that ? Would you not rather have 
her die still loving you than live and disbelieve ?" 

"Yes,yesl Of course.I — I'vethoughtof that.but — 
Woman, you're worse than a rattlesnakel" 

"Even if he knew, he might not marry her. You at 
least are clean, and that other man was a devil. A 
brave man's life is too great a price to pay for a grief 
that will die in a year." Alluna was speaking swiftly 
in her own language, her body tense, her face ablaze, 
and no man seeing her could ever again have called 
ber people stolid. 

"You think time will cure a love like that?" he said. 

■'Yes, yesl" 

^That's all you know about it. Time may act that 
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way periiaps in cities and such places, but out in the 
liills it is different. When you've got the breath of the 
forest in you, I say it is different. Time — ^why, I've 
lived fifteen years in the open vith a living memory. 
Every night I've dreamed it over, every day I've Uved 
it through; in every camp-fire I see a face, and every 
wind fr^m the south brings a voice to me. Every 
stonny mght a girl vith eyes like Neda's calls to me, 
and I have to follow Every patch of moonlight shows 
ber smilii^ at me, iost beyond, just in the shadow's 
edge. Love! Timel Why, Alluna, love is the only 
thing in the world that never dies, and time only malixfl 
it the more enduring." 

He took up the white slouch hat he had thrown down 
when he came in, and stepped to the door. 

"Where are you going?" inquired the squaw, fear- 
fuUy. 

"To the barracks to give myself up I" 

She flui^ herself at him with a great ay, and seized 
him about the waist. 

"You never loved me, John, but I have been a good 
woman to you, although I knew you were always think- 
ir^ of her — and had no thought of me. I have loved 
this girl because you loved her. I have hated your 
enemies because you hated them, and now I remember 
while you forget." 

"Forget! What do you mean?" 

"Stark!" 

The man paused. "I did almost forget him — and 
after fifteen years!" 

"Let us kill him to-night; then we will go to the 
soldier together, side by side — I am yoiir woman. Neda 
will look after the little ones. 

Gate stared at her, and as he gazed the red pigment 
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tindenieath her sldn, the straight - hanging, numelike 
hair, the gaudy shawl she never went without, the shape- 
less, skin-shod feet, the slovenly, ill-fitting garb (^ a 
mis-cast woman vanished, and he saw her as she was 
on a day long past, a slim, shy, silent creature, with 
great, watchful, trusting eyes and a soul unspoiled. 
No woman had ever been so loyal, so uncomplainii^. 
He bad robbed her of her people and her gods. He 
had shifted hither and yon at the call of his tmcertain 
fortune, or at a sign of that lurking fear that always 
dogged him, and she had never left his side, never 
questioned, never doubted, but always served him like 
8 slave, without asking for a part in that other love, 
without sharing in the caresses he had consecrated to 
a woman she had never seen. 

"By Heaven! You're game, Alluna, but there's a 
limit even to what I can take from you," he said, at last. 
"I don't ever seem to have noticed it before, but there 
is. Nol I've got to do this thing alone to-night, all 
of it, for you have no place in it, and I can't let the 
little girl go on like this. The sooner that soldier 
knows the better," He leaned down and touched her 
brown mouth with his grizzled lips. "Thank you, 
Alluna, for making a man of me when I'd nearly for- 
gotten. Now you stay here." He knew he could 
count on her obedience, and so he left her. When he 
had gone she drew the shawl up over her face and 
crouched in the doorway, straining her eyes after him 
through the dark. In time she began to rock and sway, 
and then to chant, until the night moaned with the 
death-sot^ of her people. 

Neda had no idea whither she went ; her only thought 

was to flee from her kin, who could not understand, 

to hide under cover in some solitary place, to let the 
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4^T*™"— swallow ber up, to that she mlgjit give way to 
her grief and be just a poor, veak woman. So, with 
a diiU and aching heart, she wandered, bareheaded, 
bare-necked, half-demented, and wholly oblivious to 
ber surroundings, without Eense of her incongruous 
attire or of the water that squeezed up through tiie 
soggy moBS at her tread and soalccd her frail shppers. 
On she stumbled blindly through the murk like some 
iaiT creature of li^ht cast out and banished. 

The night was cloudy and a wind came sighing from 
the north, tossing the girl's hair and tuning at the care- 
Jess folds of ber dress, but she heard nothing save the 
devil's tattoo that rai^ in her bead, and felt nothing 
beyond the pain at throat and breast, which in time 
became so bitter that the tears were wrung from her 
dry eyes, and she began to weep in a pitiful woman 
fashion, as if her heart would burst. The first drops 
cleared a way for others, and soon she was sobbing 
freely, alone and without solace, lost in the night. 

She had not succeeded in thoroi^hly isolatii^ hei^ 
■elf, however, for a man who was steering his course 
by the sense of feel and the wind's direction heard 
her and paused. IGs steps were muffled in the soft 
footing, so that she had no wamii^ of his presence 
nntit he was near enough to distinguish her dimly 
where^be leaned against the log wall of a half-corn* 
pleted cabin. 

To his question, "What's the trouble hereP" she 
made no answer, but moved away, whereupon he de- 
tained her. "There's something wrong. Who are 
you, anyhow?" 

"It's only Neda, Mr. Stark," said the girl, at which 
he advanced and took her by the arm. 

"What ails yoo, child? What in the world are yoii 
196 
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doing heref Cornel It's only a itep to mj cabin; 
7DU must come in and rest avhile, and youll soon 
be all right. Why, ^oull break your neck in this 



She hung back, but he compelled her to go irith him 
in spite <A her unwillingness. 

"Now, now," he admonished, with tmiuual kindli- 
neM for him; "you know you're my little friend, and 
I can't let you go on this way; it's scandalous. I wont 
•tand for it. I like you too mudi," 

In truth he had done things during these last few 
meks to make her think so, having never missed an 
opportunity to stop and pass a word with her, at the 
same time showing her a. queer courtesy and considera- 
tion quite foreign to his saturnine luibits. She had 
never mentioned the fact to her father or the others, 
for she had developed a sort of sympathy for the mas, 
and felt that she understood him better than they did. 

He led her inside his cabin, and closed the door in 
the face of the night wind before he struck a %ht. 

"I can't stand to see you cry," he repeated, as he 
adjusted the wick. "Now, as soon as—" He stop- 
ped in astonishment, for he had turned to behold, in- 
stead of the little half-breed girl, this slender, sorrow- 
ful strainer in her amazingly wonderful raiment. 

"By — " He checked himself insensibly, and stood 
motitmless for a long time, while she wiped her eyes and, 
woman-like, straightened out her gown and smoothed 
her hair with little feminine touches. 

"I — I — ^hope you'll excuse me for acting this way," 
■he smiled at him, piteously; then, observing his strange 
features, "Why, what is the matter, Mr. Stark; are you 
•ogry?" 

His hawklike face was strained and oolorleas, his 
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black eyes fierce and eager, his body bent as if to poaoca 
upon a victim. In truth he was now the predatcny 



"No," he replied, as if her question carried no mean- 
ing; then, coming to himself, "No — no! of course not, 
but — you gave me a start. You reminded me of some 
Cne. How do you come to be dressed like that? I 
never knew you had such clothes?" 

"Foleon l»'oi^ht them from Dawson; they are the 
first I ever had," 

He shook Us bead in a slow, puzzled fa^ion. 

"You look just lila a white girl — I mean — I dont 
know what I mean." This time he roused hin-igpH 
fully, the effort being more like a shudder. 

"So I have always thought," she said, and her eyes 
filled i^ain. 

"Your skin is like milk beneath your tan, and — I 
don't mean any disrespect, but— Well, I'm just so 
damned surprised! Come over here and sit down while 
I mix you something to put the heart back into you." 

He shoved forward a big chair with a wolf-skin flung 
over it, into which she sank dejectedly, while he step- 
ped to the shelves beside the Yukon stove and took 
down a bottle and some glasses. She glanced about 
with faint curiosity, but the interior of the cabin show- 
ed nothing out of the ordinary, consisting as it did of 
one room with a cot in the comer, upon which were 
tumbled blankets, and above which was a row of p^s. 
Opposite was a sheet-iron box-stove supported knee- 
high on a tin-capped framework of wood, and in the 
centre a table with oil-cloth cover. Around the walls 
were some cooking utensils, a few cases of canned 
goods, and clothes hanging in a row. 

"I'm not fixed up very well yet," he apoU^[izedj 
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"I've been too busy at the saloon to waste time on 
living quarters. But it's comfortable enough for an 
tAd roadster like me, for I've bruised around the 
frontier so long that I've learned there's only three 
things necessary to a man's comfort — ^warm clothes, a 
full stomach, and a dry place to sleep. All the rest 
that goes to make a man content he has inside him, 
and I'm not the kind to be satisfied, no matter where 
1 am or what I have. I never was that kind, so I 
just don't make the attempt." 

He was tallcmg to give her leeway, and when he had 
con^'octed a weak toddy, insisted that she mt;st drink 
it, which she did listlessly, while he rambled on. 

"I've noticed a few things in my life, Miss Necia, 
and one of them is that it often does a heap (rf good 
to let out and talk things over; not that a fellow gains 
any real advantage from disseminatii^ his troubles, 
but it serves to sort of ease his mind. Folks don't 
often come to me for advice or sympathy, t don't 
have it to give, but maybe it will help you to tell me 
what caused this night-marauding expedition of yours." 
Seeing that she hesitated, he went on: "I supn^se 
there's a lot ot' reasons why you shouldn't confide in 
me — I don't like that old man of yours, nor any of 
your friends; but maybe that's why I'm interested. 
If any of them has upset you, 111 take particular pleas- 
ure in helping you get even." 

"I don't want to get even, and there is nothing to 
tell," s^d Necia, "except a girl's troubles, and I can't 
talk about them." She smiled a painful, crooked 
mile at him. 

"Your old man has been roiigh to you?" 

"No, no! Nothing of that sort," 

"Then it's that soldier?" he quizzed, shrewdly. ''I 
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■new yam cared a ieap ior Urn. DiMit Iw Idm 
you?" 

"YesI That's the trouble: and he wants to many 
me; he swean he will in spite of everything." 

"See betel I don't quite follow. I thought you 
Ulced him — he's the kind most women go daffy over." 

"Like biml" The girl trembled with emotioa. 
"Uke himi Why — why, I would do anything to 
make him happy." 

"I guess I must be land of dull," Stark said, per- 
plexedly. 

"Don't you aeef I've got to give him vp — I'm a 
■quaw." 

"Squaw belli With those shoulderaf" 

Stark checked biroself, for he found be was rejoift- 
Ing in his -enemy's defeat, and was in danger of betray- 
ing himself to the girt In eveiy encounter the young 
man had bested him. and these petty defeats bad 
cry&tallieed his antipathy to Burrell into a hatred aa 
stroi^ that he had begun to lie awake nights planning 
a systematic quarrel. For he was the kind of man 
who throve upon contentions : so warped in soul that 
when no man offered him offence he brooded over 
fancied wrongs and conjured up a cause for enmity, 
goading himself into that sour, sullen habit of mind 
that made him a diead and a menace to all who lacked 
his favor. His path was strewn from the border North 
with the husks of fierce brawls, and he bore the in- 
eradicable mark of the kilter, carrying always in his 
brain those scars that hate had seared. In his eyes 
forever slumbered a flame waiting to be blown to Ule, 
and when embroiled in feuds or bickerii^ a custom 
had grown upon him to flght these fights in secret 
many times, until of nights he would lie in solitary 
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4OTlr"'^m writhing in spirit as he hounded his man to 
deq>eratios, or forced him into a comer where he 
m^ht slake his thirsty vengeance. After such hlack, 
sleepless hours h« dragged himaelf from his battle- 
grounds of fancy, wmn and weary, and the daylight 
discovered ^'"i toon saturnine and moody, more 
Tn i**iw H*< g than ever. 

He had brooded over his quarrel vith Gale and the 
Lieutenant ever mnce their first clash, for tn this place 
they furnished the only objects upon which his mama 
txndd work — and it was a mania, the derangement of a 
diseased, distorted mind. His regard for Necia was a 
careless whim, a rather aimless, satisfying hobby, not 
at all serious, entirely extraneous to his every-day life, 
and interesting only from its aimlessness, being as near 
to an iifnip1fig>i and decent motive as the man had ever 
come. But it was not of stiffident consequence to 
stand out against or swerve the course of a quarrel; 
wherefore, he was gladdened by the news of Bnrrell's 



"So you like hint too much to stand in his way," he 
said, meditatively. "How does yotir father look at 
ft?" 

"He wants the Lieutenant to marry me. He says 
tie will fix it up all right; but he doesn't understand. 
How could he?" 

"You are doing just right," concurred the man, 
hypocritically, "and voull live to be glad you stood 
out." Now that both his enemies desired this thing, 
be was set on preventingit, regardless of the girl. "How 
did the Lieutenant take it when you refused lum?" 

"He wouldn't take it at alL He only laughed and 
declared be would marry mc, anyhow.** The very 
thought timlled her. 

ao> 
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''Does he know you love him?" 

The tender, sobbing laugh she gave was an^ls KH 

"Well, what's your plan?" 

"X — I — I don't know. I am so torn and twisted 
with it all t^t I can't plan, but I have thought I — 
ought — to go — away.'* 

"Goodl" he said, quickly, but his acquiescence, in- 
stead of soothing her, had the contrary efiect, and sho 
burst out impulsively : 

"Oh — I can't — I can'tl I can't go away and never 
see him! I can't do it! I want to stay where he isl" 
She had been holding herself in stubbornly, but at 
last gave way with reckless abandon. "Why wasn't I 
bom white like other girls? I've never fdt liira aa 
Indian. I've always dreamed and fancied I was dif- 
ferent, and t am, in my soul — I know I am! The 
white is so strong in me that it has killed the red, and 
Fm one of father's people. I'm not like the other two; 
they are brown and silent, and as cold as little toads; 
but I'm white and full of life, all over. They never see 
the men and women that I see in my dreams. They 
never have my visions of the beautiful snow-white 
mother, with the tender mouth and the sad eyes that 
always smile at me." 

"You have visions of such things, eh?" 

"Yes, but I came a generation late, that's alt, and 
I've got that other woman's s^nd. I'm not a half- 
breed — I'm not me at alL I'm Merridy — Merridyt 
That's who I am." 

Her face was turned away from him, so that she did 
not notice the frightful effect her words had upon 
Stark. 

"Where did you get — that name?" His voice was 
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futcbed in a diSerent key now. Then, after a moment, 
he added, "From the story I told you at the mine that 
D^ht, I suppose?" 

"Oh no," she answered. "IVe always had it, 
though they call me Necia. Merridy was my father's 
mother. I guess I'm like her in many ways, for I ohen 
Im^ne she is a part of me, that her spirit is mine. It's 
the only way I can account for the s^hts I see." 

"Your father's mother?" he said, mechanically. 
"That's queer." He seemed to be trying to shake 
himself free from something. "It's heredity, I sup- 
pose. You have vidons of a white woman, a woman 
named Merridy, eh?" Suddenly his manner changed, 
and he spoke so roughly that she looked at him in 
v^ue alarm. 

"How do you know? How do you know she was 
his mother?" 

"He told me so — " 
Stark snarled. "He lied!" 

"I can show you her weddii^*ring — I've always 
worn it." She fumbled for the chain about her necjc. 
but it eluded her trembling fingers. "It has her 
name in It — 'From Dan to Merridy.'" 

Stark's hand darted forward and tore the thing &om 
her shoulders, then he thrust it under the lamp and 
glared at the inscription, while his fingers shook so 
that be could barely distinguish the words. His eyes 
were blazing and his face livid. 

Necia cried out, out he dropped the ornament and 
seized her fiercely, hfting her from the chair to her feet; 
then, with one swift, downward clutch, he laid hold of 
her dress at the left Cvhoulder and ripped it half to hef 
waist. A hoarse sound came from his throat, a cry 
half of amazement, half of triumph. 

90.1 
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*'Let me gol Let me gol" She struggled to froo 
herself, but he held her in a viselike grip, while hs 
peered closely at a blemish well down upon her back. 
Then he let her slip from his graGp, and. seized with ter- 
ror, she st^igered away from him. He was leaning 
heavily with both hands upon the table, his face work- 
ing, his head drawn down between his shoulders, Ids 
thin lips grinning, his whole manner so terrifying that 
she BbpinTf back till she brought up against the bark 
walls. She turned and made for the door, whereupon 
he straightened up and said, in a queer, commanding 
voice: 

"Wait — don't gol I — I — you — " He ticked tus 
lips as if they were dust dry, passed an uncertain hand 
across his beaded brow, and, raising the water>pail 
beside the door to his mouth, drank heavily in great, 
ntnsy gulps. 

"Let me out of here I ' ' the giil demanded, imperiously. 

"Don't be scared," he said, more quietly now. "You 
must excuse me. You — you gave me an awful fri^t. 
Yes — that was it. Don't worry. I lUdn't mean any 
hann." 

"You hurt my shoulder," she said, almost ready to 
cry. "And you tore my dress," she added, angrily — 
"my fine dress. Are you crazy?" 

"You see, it's like this, that name of Merridy and 
that ring — well, the whole thing was so startling, I— 
I went o9 my head. It came suailen, and I thou^t — ■ 
I thought — it don't matter what ' thought, but I'm 
sorry. I'll apologize — and I'll get you a new dress, 
a whole lot of dresses, if you like." This seemed to 
amuse him, and he began to laugh nlently. 

His first impidse bad been to tell her everything, 

but his amazement had rendered him speechless, and 
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sov he was thankful for it. PoUenring his discovery 
of her identity, he had been stricten dumb, staring at 
her like one demented; then, as he tras about to ex- 
plain, Ms mind suddenly grasped the significance of 
this revelation and the advantage it gave him over 
his enemies: a plan began to unfold, vague at first, 
its details not worked out, but a plan whereby he could 
by keeping silent use this knowle<^ to serve his venge- 
ful ends. In an instant his vidon cleared and his 
brain became active and alert, Uke that of a man 
brought suddenly tmder the stimulus of strong liquor. 
Care must be exercised — she must not learn too much 
— ^for if she suspected the truth she would go to her 
soldier lover at once, and no power on earth could hold 
her back. That would block the vengeance that he 
saw shaping in the dank recesses of his distorted brain. 

First, and above all, he must get the girl away from 
Flambeau. 

"I went clear off my head," he heard himself saying, 
"at that name of Merridy, that rii^, and all. Why — 
iriiy, I thought you might be the missing girl I told 
you of — you remember, that day up on Lee's Creek — ■ 
so I had to see ; but, dear me, I should have been more, 
considerate — I should have explained. The trouble is 
I'm a nervous man, and I get impulsive streaks on me 
sometimes that I can't control. I'm sorry I spoiled 
your dress, but I'll get you another — ^you bet I will." 

This explanation of his strange behavior seemed 
plausible enoi^h to banish all personal fears from 
Neda's mind. Indeed, Stark had now become so 
gentle and apologetic in his demeanor that her wom- 
An's curiosity overcame her instinct to flee, and she 
Ventured the question : 

"So you really thought I was that other girU" 
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''I did for a minute. The mother was a — a — ^friend 
of mine, and so — I lost my head. But I'm all right 
now, and if you'll overlook my lot^hness we'll go back 
to your troubles." 

These last few moments had driven her own worries 
from her mind, but he was bent on recaUing them, and 
so continued, cautiously: 

"You were saying that you thought you'd go away. 
I think that's a good plan, and you'd be wise to do it 
for more reasons than one. It will give you time to 
think it all over and know your own mind — " 

*'I know my mind now, and yet — I don't want to go 
away." 

" — and it will give Burrell a chance to prove him- 
self. He'll either show that he has got to have you 
at any cost, or that you are right in your decision. If 
the first should happen, you can come back to him; if 
the last — why, it will be better for you, anyhow. As 
lo:^ as you stay here neither one of you can see 
clearly." 

She was touched by his interest, and realized the 
force of his argument, which, strange to say, seemed 
to second her own thoughts; yet she hesitated. 

"I want to help you — I'm going to help you — be- 
cause I've got an interest in you like you were mine." 
Again he betrayed that strange, mirthless amusement. 

"There is no place for me to go," said Necia, blankly, 
"except the Mission, and I have no way of getting 
there." 

"Don't you worry. I'll furnish the means, and 
you'd better go to-night" — she flinched — "yes, to- 
night; there's no use prolonging your agony. I'll get 
a boat ready and send a trusty man with you. The 
current is swift, and if he rows well you can main it 
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by to-morrow evening. That's only one night out, and 
111 put some blankets aboard so you can wrap up and 
have a sleep." 

"I feel as if I'd never sleep again," she sighed. 

"Now, now, this will come out all right yet. I'd 
take you down there myself, but I've got to stay here. 
I've got work to do. Ves, I've sure got work of im- 
portance ahead of me." 

"I must go back and get some clothes," she said, 
At which he would have demurred had he not seen 
that she could not travel in her present condition. 

"Very well. But don't let anybody see you." 

"Of course not." 

"It's getting late, and your folks will be abed." He 
looked at his watch. "Midnight I Be here in an hour, 
and III have the skiS ready." 

The light of sacrifice was in Necia's eyes, and het 
cheeks were blanched with the pallor of a great reso* 
lution. She did not stop to reason why or how she 
had been led to this disposal of her future, but clutched 
desperately at Stark's plan of rescue from her agoniz- 
ing predicament. 

"I'll be here in an hour," she said, simply. 

He let her out, closed the door after her, and locked 
it; then, drawing a deep breath, he raised his clenched 
hands above his head, and gave a great sigh of exulta- 
tion. Next he took out his six-shooter and examined 
it carefully. The shells did not siiit him, so he filled 
the gun with new ones, loosened the three lower but- 
tons of his vest, and slid the weapon inside his trousers 
band; then, facing the direction of Gale's trading-post, 
be spoke aloud. 

"I was a long time coming, Gaylord, but I'm here, 

and I've got you where I've wanted you these fifteen 
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yeam— yea, and I've got you, too. Burrdll By God. 

this Is my nightf 

His lithe body became panther-like in poise, bis bear* 
tng that of the meat-eattng animal, and his face set ia 
a fierce, exultant cruelty as be blew oat liia light and 



left the cuiin. 
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A KTSTBRT 18 ITHKATBLLBD 

LIEUTENANT BURRELL was considerably taken 
J aback when, a quarter of an hour after the young 
k>ver's ecstatic return to his quarters, Gale knocked at 
his door, for the trader's vi£t, coupled with the late 
hour and bia sombre countenance, forecast new com- 
plications. 

"He's here to object, but it won't go," thought the 
Ueutenant, as be made his visitor welcome. 

It was the trader's first glimpse of the officer's quar- 
ters, and he cast a roving eye over the room, as if 
measuring the owner's character by his surroundings. 

"I've got to have a loi% talk with you, Burretl," 
he began, with an efiort. "It's liable to take me an 
bour or two." 

"Then take this chur end be comfortable." 

Meade swung his big reading-chair out beneath the 
hanging-lamp, and, going to the sideboard, brought 
back a bottle, some glasses, and a pouch of tobacco. 
Noting the old man's sigh of fatigue as he sat himself 
down heavily, Ije remarked, sympathetically: 

"Mr. Gale, jrau've made a long trip to-day, and you 
must be tired. If this talk ts to be as lengthy as you 
■ay, why not have a drink with me now, and postpone 
k until to-morrow?" 

"I've been tired for eighteen years," the other r»> 
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plied; "to-niglit I bope to get rested." He lapsed into 
elence, watching his host pour out two passes of 
fiquor, fill his pipe, and then stretch himself out con- 
tentedly, his feet resting on another chair — a picture 
of ytiuthful strength, vitality, and determination. Be- 
neath tlie Lieutenant's fUnnel &rart the long, slim 
muscles showed free and full, and the firm set of jaw 
and lip denoted a mind at rest and confident of itself. 
Gale found himself for a moment jealously regarding 
the youth and his enviable state of contentment and 



"Well, let's get at it," the younger man finally said. 

"I suppose you'll want to interrupt and question 
me a heap, but 111 ask you to let me tell this story the 
way it comes to me, till I get it out, then we can go 
back and take up the queer stuff. It runs back eighteen 
or twenty years, and, being as it's part of a hidden life, 
it isn't easy to tell. You'll be the first one to hear it, 
and I reckon you're enough like other men to dis- 
believe — you're not old enough, and you haven't 
knocked around enough to leam that nothing is int* 
possible, that nothing is strange enough to be unrea- 
sonable. Likewise, you'll want to know what all this 
has to do with you and Necia — yes, she told me about 
you and her, and that's why I'm here." He paused. 
"You really thiak you love her, do you?" 

Burrell removed his pipe and gazed at its coal im- 
personally. 

"I love her so well, Mr. Gale, that pothing you can 
say will afEect me. I — I hesitated at first about ask- 
ing her to be my wife, because — ^you'll appreciate the 
unusual — ^well, her imusua! history. You see, I come 
from a country where mixed blood is about the only 
thing that can't be lived down or overlooked, and I'vt 
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been raised with notions of family honor and pride o( 
lace and birth, and so forth, that might seem pre- 
posterous and absurd to you. But a heap of conceits 
like that have been bred into me from generations back; 
they run in the blood of every old family in my country, 
and BO, I'm ashamed to say, I hesitated and tried to 
reason myself into giving her up, but I've had xay eyes 
opened, and I see how little ^ose things amount to, 
after all, I'm gcnng to marry Neda, Mr. Gale, I'd 
like to do it the day after to-morrow, Sunday, but she 
isn't of age yet, and if you object, we'll have to wait 
until November, when she turns eighteen. We'd both 
Kke your consent, of course; I'd be sorry to marry 
her without it; but if you refuse, we'll be forced to 
displease you." He looked up and met the father's 
gaze stea<hly. "Now, I'll be glad to listen as loi^ as 
,]roucare to talk, but I don't think it will do any good." 

The other man's lips framed a faint smile. 

"Well see. I wish to God I'd had your dedrion 
viben I was your age, this story would be different, and 
easier to tell." He waited a moment, then settled to 
his self-appointed task. "I was mining at the time 
up in the Mother Lode country of California, which was 
the frontier then, pretty much as this is now, only we 
had better things to eat. I came from the East, or 
my people did, but I was ranch-raised, and loved the 
hills and woods and places where you don't talk much, 
so I went to prospecting because it took me out whert 
the sun was bright and I could see the wild things at 
play. I was one of the first men into a camp named 
Chandon — helped to build it, in fact, and got hold of 
some ground that looked real good. It was hard min- 
ing, however, and, being poor, I was still gripping my 
drill and hammer after the town had grown up. 
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**A woman came out from the East — Vennoot, tt 
was — and school-teaching was her lint: of business, onlj 
the hadn't been raised to it, and this was her first clat- 
ter at the game; but thii^ had broke bad for her 
people, and ended in her puUing stakes and coming 
West all alone. Her folks died and left her up against 
it, I gathered from what little she told me — sort of as 
old story, I guess, and usual too, cmly for her. Sh$ 
was plumb unusual." 

He seemed to ponder this a moment, and then i»- 
sumed: 

"It don't make any difierence to you how I fint 
saw her, and how I b^gan to forget that anything eJaa 
in the wcnrld was worth havii^ but her. I'd lived in 
the woods all my hfe, as I said, and knew more about 
birds and bugs and bees than I did about women; I 
hadn't been broke proper, and didn't know how to act 
with them; but I laid out to get this girl, and I did 
faiily well. There's something wild in every woman 
that needs to be tamed, and it isn't like the wildness 
that runs in wood critters ; you can win that over by 
gentleness, but you have to take it away from a wom- 
an. Every live thing that couldn't talk was my friend; 
but I made the mistake of courting my own kind the 
same way, not knowing that when two of any species 
mate the male must rule. I was too gentle. Even 
so, I reckon I'd have won out only for another man. 
Dan Bennett was his name — the kind that dumb 
animals hate, and — well, that takes his measure. His 
range adjoined mine, and, though I'd never seen him, 
I heard stories now and then — the sort of tales you can't 
tell to a good woman ; so it worried me when I heard of 
his attentions to this girl. Still, I thought she'd surely 
find him out and recognize the kind of fellow he wasj 
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bat, Lordl a wcHnan can't tell a man from a dog, and 
there vasn't any one to warn her. There were plenty 
of women who knew him, but they were the ones who 
flew by night, while she lived in the sunshine; and 
women of that kind don't make complaint, anyhow. 

"This Bennett came from the town below, where hs 
ran a saloon and a brace game or two; but bang as he 
rode into our camp and out again in the night, and at 
I didn't drink nor listen to the muac of the little rolling 
ball, why, we never met, even after he began coming 
to Chandon. Understand, I wasn't too good for those 
amusements; I just didn't happen to hanker after them, 
for I was living with the image of the little school- 
ma'am in my mind, and that destroyed what bad 
habits I'd formed. 

" It was along in the early spring that she b^;an to 
see I had notions about her, but my damned back- 
wardness wouldn't let me speak, and, in addition, I was 
getting closer to ore every shot at the mine, and was 
holding off until I could lay both myself and my gold- 
mine at her feet, and ask her to take the two of us, so 
if one didn't pan out the other might. But it seemed 
like I'd never get into pay. The cioser I got the harder 
I worked, and, of course, the less I saw of her, likewise 
the oftener Bennett came. I reckon no man evee 
worked like I did — ^two shifts a day, eighteen hours, 
with ^x to sleep. The skin came off of my hands, and 
I stE^gered when I came out into the daylight, for iJr* 
rock was hard, and I had no money to hire a helper; 
but I was young and strong, and the hope of her wU 
like drink and food and sleep to me. At last I struck 
it, and still I waited awhile longer tilt I could be sure. 
Then I went down to my httlft shack and put on my 
other clothes. I remember I'd gone so thin that th^ 
ai3 
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hung looae, and my palms were so raw I had hard 
work handling the buttons, and got ray shirt all bloody, 
{or I'd been in the drift forty hours, without sleep and 
breathing powder smoke, till my knees buckled and 
wabbled tmder me. To this day the smell of stale 
powder smoke makes a woman of me; but that morn- 
ing I sang, for I was going for my bride, and the world 
was brighter than it has ever been for eighteen years. 
The little school-house was closed, at which I remem* 
bered that the term was over. I'd been living under- 
ground for weeks and lost track of the days, so that I 
had to count them up on my fillers. It took me a 
Jong time, for I was pretty tired in my bead; but when 
I'd figured it out I went on to where she was boarding. 

" The woman of the place came to the door, a Scotch- 
woman. She had a mole on her chin, I remember, a 
brownish-black mole with three hairs in it. She wore 
an apron, too, that was kind of checkered, and three 
buttons were open at the neck of her dress. I recall a 
lot more of Uttle things about her, though the rest of 
what happened is rather dreamy. 

"I asked for Merridy, and she told me she'd gone 
away — gone with Bennett, the night before, while I 
was coughing blood from the powder smoke ; that they 
were married in the front room, and that the bri(te 
looked beautiful. She had cried a bit on leaving 
Chandon, and — and — ^that was about all. I counted 
the buttons on the Scotchwoman's waist eight or ten 
times, and by-and-by she asked if I was sick. But I 
wasn't. She was a kind-hearted woman, and I'd been to 
ber house a good deal, so she asked me to come in and 
rest. I wasn't tired, so I went away, and climbed back 
vp to the little shack and the mine that I nated now." 

The trader paused, and, reaching for the bottl^ 
S14 
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poured tiimself out a glass of brandy, which he filled 
into Ms throat raw, then continued: 

"I tmned into a kind of hermit after that, and 
I wasn't good to associate with. Men got so they 
shunned me, and I knew they told strange stories, be- 
cause I heard them whisper when I went to the stores 
for grub once a month. I changed all over, till even 
my squirreh and partri<^s and other friends quit me; 
once in .iwhile I got out a ton or two of rock and sold 
it, but I never worked the mine or opened it up — I 
couldn't bear to go inside the drift. I tried it time 
and again, but the smell of its darkness drove me out; 
every foot of its ragged walls had left its mark on me, 
and my heart was torn and gouged and shivered worse 
than its seams and ledges. I could have sold it, but 
there was no place for me to go, and what did I want 
with money? I was shy of the world, like a crippled 
child that dreads the daylight, and I shrank from goii^ 
out where people might see my scars; so I stayed there 
by myself nursing the hurt that never got any better. 
You see, I'd been raised amoi^ the hills and rocks, and 
I was like them in a way ; I couldn't grow and alter 
and heal up. 

"From time to time I heard of her, but the news, in- 
stead of gladdening me, as it would have gladdened 
some men, wrung out what bits of suffering were left 
in me, and I fairly ached for her. Nobody comes to 
see clearer than a woman deceived, so it didn't take 
her long to find out the kind of man Bennett was. He 
wasn't like her at all, and the reason he had courted 
her so hotly was just that he had had everything that 
rightly belongs to a man like him, and had sickened of 
tt. so he wanted her because she was clean and pure 
uad different; and realizing that he couldn't get her 
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any othei way, he had nanied her. But she wu « 
treasure no bad man could appreciate, and so he tired 
quickly, even before the little one came. 

"When I heard that she had borne him a datightef 
I wrote her a letter, which took me a month to com- 
pose, and which I tore op. One day a story came to 
me that made me saddle my horse to ride down and 
loll him — and, mind you, I was a man who made pets of 
little wild, trusting things. But I knew she would 
surely send for me when her pain became too great, 
■o I imciiLched my gear and hui^ it up, and waited 
and waited and waited. Three long, endless years I 
waited, almost within sound of her voice, without a 
word from her, without a glimpse of her, and every hour 
of that time went by as slowly as if I had held my 
breath. Then she called to me, and I went. 

"I tell you, I was thankful that day for the fortune 
that had made me take good care of my horse, for I 
rode Wit Death on a wind-storm. It grew moonlight 
as I raced down the valley, and the foam from the 
animal's muzzle lodged on my clothes, and made me 
laugh and swear that the momii^ sun would show 
Dan Bennett's blood in its place. I rode throi^h the 
streets of Mesa, where they lived, and past the lights 
of his big saloon, where I heard the sound of devil's 
revelry and a shrill-voiced woman singii^ — awtmian 
the like of which he had tried to make my Merridy. I 
never stculked or sneaked in those days, and no man 
ever made me take back roads, bo I came up to his 
house from the f ronit and tied my horse to bis gate-post. 
She heard me on the steps and opened the door. 

'"You sent for me,* said I. 'Where is he?* But he 

had gone away to a neighborii^ camp, and wouldn't 

be back until morning, at which I felt the way a thtel 
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must feel, for I'd hoped to meet him in his own hooae, 
and I wasn't the kind to go calling when the husband was 
out. I couldn't think very clearly, however, becauso 
(^ the change in her. She was so thin and worn and 
sad, sadder than any woman I'd ever seen, and ^le 
wasn't the girl I'd known three years before. I guess 
I'd changed a heap myself; anyhow, that was the first 
thing she spoke about, and the tears came into her eyes 
as she breathed: 

'"Poor boy! poor boyi You took it very hard, 
didn't you?' 

'"You sent for me,' said I. 'Which road did he 
take?* 

"'There's nothing you can do to him,' she answered 
back. *I sent for you to make sure that you still love 
me.' 

" ' Did you ever doubt it ?' said I, at which she began 
to cry, sobbing like a woman who has worn out alt 
emotion. 

"'Can you feel the same after what I've made you 
suSer?' she said, and I reckon she must have read the 
answer in my eyes; for I never was much good at talk- 
ing, and the sight of her, so changed, bad taken the 
speech out of me, leavii^ nothing but aches and pains 
and ashes in its place. When she saw what she wished 
to know, she told me the story, the whole miserable 
story, that I'd heard enough of to suspect. Why she'd 
married the other man she couldn't explain herself, 
except that it was a woman's whim — I had stayed 
away and he bad come the oftener — ^part pique and 
part the man's dare-devil fascination, I reckon; but a 
month had shown her how she really stood, and had 
shown him, too. Likewise, she saw the sort of maa 
he was and the Idnd of life he lived. At last he got 
•17 
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tough and cruel to her, trying every way to break ber 
spirit; and even the baby didn't stop him — ^it made him 
worse, if anything — till he swore he'd make them both 
the kind he was, for her goodness seemed to rile and 
goad him ; and, having lived with the kind of woman 
you have to beat, he tried it on her. Then she knew 
her fight was hopeless, and she sent for me. 

"'He's a Send,' she told me. 'I've stood all I can. 
Hell make a bad woman of me as sure as he will of the 
little one, if I stay on here, so I have decided to go and 
take her with me.' 

"'Where?' said I. 

"'Wherever you say,* she answered; and yet I did 
not understand, not till I saw the look in her eyes, 
llien, as it dawned on me, she broke down, for it wai 
a terrible thing for a good woman to offer. 

"'It's all for the little girl!' she cried. 'More than 
her life depends upon it. We must get her away from 
him.' 

"She saw it was her only course, and went where 
her heart was calling." 

The Lieutenant met the look of appeal in the trader's 
eyes, and nodded to imply his complete understanding 
and approval. 

"We love some women for their goodness, others we 
love for their frailness, but there never was one who 
combined the two like ber, and, now that I knew she 
loved me, I began to believe again there was a God 
somewhere, I'd never seen the youngster, so she led 
me in where it was sleeping, and I remember my boots 
made such a devil of a thumping on the floor that she 
laid her tHim white finger on her lips and smiled at me. 
All the fingers in the world b^n to choke at my 
throat, and all the blood in me commenced to pound 
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at my heart, when I lool^d on that little sleeping kid* 
die. The tears began to roll out of my eyes, and, be» 
cause they had been dry for four years, they scalded 
like melted metal. That was the only time I ever 
wept — ^the sight of her baby did it. 

'"I love her already,' I whispered, 'and III spend 
my life making her happy and making a lady of her,* 
which clinched what wavering doubt the mother had, 
and she began to plan quickly, the fear coming on her 
of a sudden that our scheme might fait. I was for 
riding away with both of them that night, back through 
the streets of Uesa and up into the hills, where I'd have 
held them single-handed against man or God or devil, 
but she wouldn't hear of it. 

'"We must go away,' she said, 'a long way from 
here, where the world won't find us and the Uttle one 
can grow to womanhood without knowing. She must 
never learn who her father was or what her mother 
did. We will start all over, you and I and the baby, 
and forget. Do you love me well enough to do it?' 

"I uttered a cry and took her in my arms, the arms 
that had ached for her all those years. Then I kissed 
her for the first time." 

The old man tried to Ught his pipe, Trtiich had gone 
out, but bis fingers shook so that he dropped the match; 
whereupon, without speaking, Burrell struck another 
and held it for him. The tnider drew a noisy pufE or 
two in silence and shot his host a grateful glance. 

"Her plan was for me to take the yoimgster away 
that night, and for her to join us later, because pur> 
suit was certain, and three could be traced where one 
might disappear; she would follow when the oppor- 
tunity oS^^. I saw that he had instilled a t^rot 
into her, and that she feared him like death; but, as I 
aig 
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thou^it it over, her scheme Beetned feasible, so I agreeis. 
I was to ride west that hour with the sleeping babe, 
and conceal myself at a place we selected, while she 
would say that the little one had wandered away and 
been lost in the cafion, or anything else to throw 
Bennett off. After a time she would join us. Well — ■ 
the little girl never waked when I tcx)k her in my arms, 
nor when the mother broke down again and talked to 
me like a crazy woman. Her collapse showed the ter- 
rible strain she had been living under, and the ragged 
edge where her reason stood. She had been brave 
enough to plan coolly till the hour for giving up her 
baby, but when that came she was seized with a thou- 
sand dreads, and made me swear by my love for her, 
which was and is the holiest thing in all my life, that 
if anything happened I would live for the other Merridy. 
I begged her again to come with me, but her fears held 
her back. She vowed, however, that Bennett should 
never touch her again, and I made her swear by her 
love for the babe that she would die before he ever laid 
hands on her. It woke a savage joy in me to think 1 
had bested him, after all. 

"I never thought of what I was giving up, of the 
clean name I was scnlir^, of the mine back there that 
meant a fortune any time I cared to take it, for things 
like that don't count when a man's blood is hot, so I 
rode away in the yellow moonlight with a sleeping 
baby on my breast, where no diild or woman had ever 
lain except for that minute before I left. She stood 
out from beneath the porch shadow and smiled her 
good-bye — the last I ever saw of her. . . . 

"I travelled hard that night and swapped horses 
at daylight; then, leaving the wild country behind, I 
came into a region I didn't know, and found a Mexican 
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woman who tended the child for me, for I was close bjr 
the place where Merridy was to come. Every night I 
vent into the vin^:e in hopes that some word had ar- 
rived, and I waited patiently for a week. Then I got 
the blow. I heard it from the loafers around the little 
post-office first, but it dazed me so I wouldn't believe 
it till I borrowed the paper and read the whole story, 
with the type dancing and leaping before me. It took 
some hours for it to seep in, even after that, and for 
years I recalled every word of the damned lie as if it 
had been branded on me with hot irons. They called 
it a shocking crime, the most brutal murder CaUfomia 
had ever known , and in the head-lines was my name in 
letters that struck me between the eyes like a hammer. 
Hrs. Dan Bennett had been foully murdered by me, 
in a fit of sudden jealousy, and I had disappeared with 
the baby! The husband had returned unexpectedly 
to find her dying, so he said, but too far gone to call 
for help, and with barely sufficient strei^rth to tell him 
who did it and howl Then the paper went on with the 
tale of my courting her, and her turning me down for 
Bennett. It told how I had gone off alone up into the 
hills, turning into a bear that nobody, man or child, 
could approach. It said I had brooded there all this 
time till the mania got uppermost, and so came down 
to wreak my vengeance. They never even did me the 
credit of calling me crazy; I was a fiend incarnate, a 
beast without soul, and a lot of things like that; and, 
remember, I had never harmed a living thing in all 
my life. However, that wasn't what hurt. What 
turned me into a dull, dead, suffering thing was the 
knowledge that she was gone. For hours I couldn't 
get beyond that fact. Then came the realization that 
Bennett had done it,' for I reasoned that he had 
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dragged a hint of the truth from her by very force of 
the fear he held her in — and slain her. God I — the 
awful rage that came over me! But there was nothing 
to do ; I had sworn to guard the httle one, so I couldn't 
take vengeance on him. I couldn't go back and prove 
my innocence, for that would give the child to him. 
What a night I spentt The next day I saw I had been 
indicted by the grand jury and was a wanted man. 
From a distance I watched myself become an outlaw; 
watched the county put a price upon my head, which 
Bennett doubled; watched public opinion rise to such 
s heat that posses began to scour the mountains. 
What I noted in particular was a statement in the 
paper that 'The sorrowing husband takes his bereave- 
ment with the quiet courage which marks a brave man'I 
That roused me more than the knowledge that be had 
made me a wolf and set my friends on my track, which 
I hadn't covered very well, having ridden boldly. It 
happened that the Mexican woman couldn't read and 
talked little; still, I knew they'd find me soon — it 
couldn't be otherwise — so I made another run for it, 
EWearir^ an oath, however, before I left that I'd come 
back and have that gambler's heart. 

"It was lucky I went, for they uncovered my sign 
the next day, and the country where I'd hidden blazed 
like a field of dry grass. They were close on my heels, 
and they closed in from every quarter, but, pshawl I 
knew the woods like an Indian, and the wild things 
were my friends again, which would have made it play 
if I'd been alone, but a girl child of three was harder 
to manage. So I cowered and skulked day after day 
like a thief or the murderer they thought me, working 
always farther into the hidden places, travelling by 
n^;ht with the little one asleep on my bosom, by day 
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playing with her in some leafy glen, with my pursueit 
BO close behind that for weelB I never slept; and my 
love for the child increased daily till it became almost 
an insanity. 

" She was the only woman thing I had ever possessed, 
and it seemed like my love foi the mother came back 
and settled on her. And she loved me, too, and trusted 
me. Every little smile, every clasp of her tiny, dim- 
pled fingers showed it, and tied her to me with another 
knot till the fear of losing her became greater than I 
could bear, till it kept the chill of death in my bones 
and filled my veins with glacier water. I became aa 
animal, a cowardly, quailing coyote, all through the lovtt 
of a child. 

"We had close squeezes many times, but I finally 
iron, in spite of the fact that they backed us clear to 
the e%e of the desert, for I had hit for the state line, 
knowing that Nevada was a wilderness, and feeling 
that I'd surely lose them there. And I did. But in 
doing it I nearly lost Merridy. You see, the constant 
travel and hardship was too much for a prattling baby, 
and she fell sick from thti heat and the dust and the 
thirst, I'd been going and going till I was a riding 
skeleton, till my arms were crooked and dead from 
holding her, but this new thing frightened me like those 
men and dogs had nevet done. Here was a thing 
I couldn't hide from nor outride, so I doubled back and 
came boldly into the watered country again, expectit^ 
they would take me, of course, for a runaway man with 
a babe in his arms isn't hard to identify, but I didn't 
eare. I was bound for the nearest ranch or mining- 
camp where a woman could be found; but, as luck 
would have it, I went through without trying. I had 
gone farther from men and things, however, than I 
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thought, and this return pursuit was a million tines 
worse than the other, for I couldn't go fast enough to 
shake Death, who ran with his hand on my cantle or 
rode on my horse's rump. It was then I found Alluna. 
She was with a hunting-party of Pah-Utes, who knew 
nothing of me nor of the white man's affairs, and cared 
less ; ai>d when I saw the little squaw I rode my horse 
up beside her, laid the ack child in her arms, then 
tumbled out of the saddle. They had a harder job to 
pull me through than they did to save Merridy, for I'd 
given the baby all the water and hadn't slept or rested 
for many years, so it seemed. 

"The little one was playing around several days be- 
fore I got back my reason. Meanwhile the party had 
moved North, taking us with them, and, as it happened, 
just missing a posse who were returning from th» 
desert. 

"When I was able to get about I told Alluna that 
I must be going, but as I told her I watched her facCi 
and saw the sign I wanted — ^the white girl had clutched 
at her like she had at me, and she couldn't ^ve her up, 
so I made a dicker with hec old man. It took all the 
money I had to buy that squaw, but I knew the kiddie 
must have a woman's care; and the three of us started 
out soon after, alone, and broke, and aimless — and 
we've been going ever since. 

"That's the heart of the story. Lieutenant, and that's 
how I started to drift. Since then we three have 
never rested, I left them once in Idaho and went 
back to Mesa, riding all the way, mostly by night, 
but Bennett was gone. He'd nm down mighty fast 
after Merridy died, so I heard, growing sullen and 
u^er day by day — and I reckon I was the only one 
who knew why — till he had a killing in his place. It 
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was unprovoked, and instead of stopping to face it out 
the yellow in him rose to the surface and he left be- 
fore sunup, as I had left, makii^ a clean getaway, too, 
far there was no such hullabaloo raised about killing 
a man as there was about — the other. So my trip was 
all for nothing. 

"I was iised to disappointment by now, so I took it 
quiet and went back to Alluna and the tittle one, know- 
ing that some day we two men would meet. You see, 
I figured that God had framed a cold hand for me, but 
He would surely give me a pair before the game closed. 
Of course, never having seen Bennett, I was handi- 
capped, and, added to that, he chatted his name, so 
the search was mighty stow and blind, but I knew 
the day would come. And it would liave come only 
for — ^this. 

" There isn't much more to tell. I did what most 
men would have done, I reckon, because I was just 
averse in every way. I took Alluna, and together 
we drifted North, along the frontier, imtil we landed 
here. Every year the little girl got more tieautiful and 
more Uke her mother, and every year we two loved her 
more. We changed her name, of course, for I've al- 
ways had the dread of the law back of me, and then 
the other two kiddies came along; but we were living 
pretty easy, the woman contented and me waiting for 
Bennett, till you stepped in and Necia felt in love. 
Ttiat's another thing I never counted on. It seems 
litce I've always overlooked the plainest kind of facts. 
I've held off telling you the last few weeks, hoping you 
two wouldn't make it necessary, for I reckon I'm sort 
ctf a cowara; out she informed me to-night that she 
couldn't marry you, being what she thinks she is, and 
knowing the blood slie lias in her I knew she wouldn't. 
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I fitted it wouldn't be right to rither of you to let 
you go it blind, and so I came in to tell you this whcde 
thing and to give myself up." 

Gale stopped, then poured himself another drink. 

"To give yourself up?" echoed Burrell, vaguely. 
"How do you mean?" He had sat like (me in a trance 
during the long recital, only his eyes alive. 

"I'm under indictment for murder," said ths 
trader. "I have been for fifteen years, and there's 
no chance in the world for me to prove my inno. 
oence." 

"Have you told Neda?" the young man in- 
quired. 

"No, you'll have to do that — I never could — she 
might — disbelieve. What's more, you mustn't tell her 
yet. Wait till I give the word. It won't be long, per- 
haps a day. I want to go free a little while yet, for 
I've got some work to do." 

Burrell rose to bis feet and stamped the cramps frcnn 
his muscles. He was deeply agitated, and bis mind 
was groping darkly for light to lay hold of this new 
thing that confronted him. 

"Why, yes, yes — of course — don't come until you're 
ready," he muttered, mechanically, as if unaware c^ 
the meaning of his words, "To be sure, I'm a 
policeman, am I not? I had forgotten I was a jailer, 
and — and all that." He said it sneeringly, and with 
a measure of contempt for his office; then he turned 
suddenly to the trader, and his voice was rich and 
deep-pitched with feeling. 

"John Gale," he said, "you're the bravest man I 
ever knew, and the best." He choked a bit, "You 
sacrificed all that life meant when this girl was a baby, 
and now when she has come into wcmoanhood you giv* 
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vp your bltxxl for her. 67 GodI You aie a mani 
I want your handl" 

In spite of himself he could not restrain the moist-' 
lire that dimmed his eyes as he gripped the toil-worn 
palm of this great, giay hulk of a man, so aged and 
bent beneath the burden of his life-long, fadeless love, 
who, in turn, was powerfully affected by the yotmg 
man's impulsive outburst of feeling and his unexpected 
words of praise. The old man looked up a trifle shyly. 

"Then you don't doubt no part of it?" 

"Certainly not." 

"Somehow, I always figured nobody would believe 
me if ever Z told the whole thing." 

The soldier gazed unseeingly into the flame of hts 
Ump, and said: 

"I wonder if my love for the dat^hter is as great 
and as holy as your love for the mother. I wonder if 
I could give what you have given, if I had nothing but 
a memory to live with me." Then he inquired, irrele- 
vantly; "But what about Bennett, Mr. GaleP You 
•ay you never found him?" 

The trader answered, after a moment's hesitation, 
"He's still at large." At which his companion ex- 
daimed, "I'd love to meet him in your steadl" 

Gale seemed seized with a desire to speak, but, even 
while he hesitated, out of the silent night there came 
the soimd of quick footsteps approaching briskly, as 
if the owner were in haste and knew whither he was 
bound. Up the steps they came lightly; then the 
room and the whole silence round about rang and 
echoed with a peremptory signal. Evidently this man 
rapped on the board door to awaken and alarm, for 
instead of his knuckles he used some hard aad heavy 
thing like a gun-butt. 
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"Lieutenant Burrellt Lieutenant Burreni" a gr uff 
voice cried. 

"Who's there?" called the young man. 

"Let me inl Quickl I've got work for you to did 
Opea vp, 1 sayl This if Ben Stwkr* 
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AND A KNOT TIGHTBHSD 

A DAY of shattered hop^ is a desolate thing, but 
the night of such a day is desolate indeed. In 
an his life Poleon Doret had never sunk to such depths 
of despondency, for his t^timistic philosophy and his 
buoyant faith in the goodness of life forbade it. There- 
fore, when darkness came it blotted out what little 
brightness and light and hope were left to him after 
Necia's stormy interview with the Lieutenant. The 
arrival ot the freight steamer afforded him some dis- 
traction, but there was only a small consignment for 
the store, and that was quickly disposed of, so, leav- 
ing the other citizens of Flambeau to wrangle over their 
private merchandise, be went back to his solitary vigil, 
which finally became so unbearable that he sought to 
escape his thot^hts, or at least to drown them for a 
while, amid the lights and life and laughter of Stark's 
saloon. Being but a child by nature, his means of dis* 
traction were primal and elementary, and he began to 
gamble, as usual with hard luck, for the cards had ever 
been unkind to him. He did not think of winnings or 
losings, however — he merely craved the occupation; 
and it was this that induced him to sit at a game in 
which Runnion played, although ordinarily he would 
sot have tolerated even tacitly such a truce to his dis- 
Ucea. As it was, he crouched in a comer, his hat pulled 
sag 
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dovn over hia brow, his swarthy face a darker htta 
beneath the shadow, losiog steadily, only now and then 
ihowing a flash of white teeth as he saw his money go. 
What mattered loss to him ? He had no more need of 
money now than Neda had of his love. He would spend 
the dollars he had eked uid scraoed and saved for her 
as the had spent the treasures oi hi? heart, and now 
that the one had brought him no return he wished to 
be rid of the other, for he was shortly to go again m 
•earch of his " New Coimtry," where no man needs gold 
balf so much as a clean heart. It would be a long 
journey, far to the West and North — a journey that 
none of his kind had ever fared back bxim, and b« 
vished to go light, as all good adventurers go. 

Rimnion annoyed him with his volubility, for tb« 
news of his good-fortune bad fired the man with a 
recklesB disregard for money, and he turned to gaming 
as the one natural recourse of his ilk. As the irony of 
&te would have it, he won what the Canadian lost, 
together with the stakes of various others who played 
for a time with him and then gave up, wagging their 
heads or swearing softly at the cards. 

It was shortly after midnight that Stark came into 
the place. Poleon was not too absorbed in his own 
fortunes to fail to notice the extraordinary ferocity 
and exhilaration of the saloon-keeper, nor that his fac* 
was keener, hk nostrils thinner, his walk more nervous, 
and his voice more cutting than usual when he spoke 
to Runnion. 

"Come hero," 

" 111 be with you when I finish this hand." said tlM 
(dayer, over his shoulder. 

"Com* iuTtF' Stark gnapped hla command. Mid 
{tmiiiioa threw down bis carda. 
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^ J'm right in the middle of a winning streak. YouH 
break my luck, Ben." 

But the other only frowned impatiently, and, draw- 
ii^ the reluctant gambler aside, began to talk rapidly 
to him, almost within ear-shot of Poleon, who watched 
them, idly wondering what Stark had to say that could 
make Runnion start and act so queerly. Well, it was , 
their affair. They made a bad pair to draw to. Heknev 
that Runnion was the saloon-keeper's lieutenant and 
obeyed implicitly his senior's commands. He could dis- 
tinguish nothing they said, nor was he at all curious tm- 
til a knot of noisy men crowded up ti the bar, and, fore 
ing the two back nearer tc the table where he sat, hit 
sharp ears caught these words from Runnion's lips: 

"Not with me! She'd never go with me!" and 
Stark's reply: 

"She'll go where I send her, and with anybody I 
tell her to." 

The Frenchman lost what followed, for a newly dealt 
hand required study. He scanned his cards, and tossed 
them face up before the dealer; then he overheard Run- 
nion say; 

"It's the only one in camp. He might sell it if you 
offered him enough," At this Stark called one of the 
men at the bar aside, and the three began to dicker. 

"Not a cent less," the third man announced, loudly. 
"There ain't another Peterborough in town." 

It was Poleon's deal now, and when he had finished 
both Stark and Runnion had disappeared, also the 
man they had accosted, which pleased the Canadian, 
for now that Runnion was eliminated from the game 
be might win a little. A steady, unvarying run of 
bad hands is uninteresting, and does not occu py one's 
■und as well as an occasional change of luck 
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Outdde Rtmnion vas saying agaio to Stark: 

**She won't go with me, Ben; she don't like me. 
You see. I made love to her, and she got mad and 
wanted me killed." 

"Shell never know who you are until it's too, late 
to turn back," said the other, "and you are the only 
man I can trust to take her through. Z can trust you 
— ^you owe me too much to be crooked." 

"Oh, I'll act square with youl But look here, what's 
«11 this about, anyhow? Why do you want that girl? 
You said you didn't care for her that way; you bAA 
me so yourself. Been having a change of heart, or is 
it your second childhood?" He laughed disagreeably. 

"It's none of your business," said the gambler. "I 
want her, and that's enough. All you have to do is 
to take her to St. Michael's and keep her there till 
yon hear from me. She thinks she is gcnng to the 
Wssion, and you needn't tell her otherwise imtil you 
get her aboard a steamer; then take her, no matter 
what kind of a ^ht she puts up. You've got a light- 
rowing skifiE, and you'd better keep going till you're 
overtaken by a down-river boat, I want her as iar 
away from here as possible. There's going to be some 
hell in this camp. Now, hike, and get yourself ready." 

"All tight! But I ain't the safest kind of a chap- 
eron for a good-looking girl." 

Stark laid a cold hand on Runnion's shoulder, dose 
up to his neck. 

"Get that out of your mind. She belongs to me." 

"You said just now — " 

"Never mind what I said. She's mine, and you've 

got to promise to be straight with her. I've trusted 

you before, and if you're not on the level now, say so. 

It will save you a lot of trouble." 
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"OhI All right!" exclaimed Runnion, testily. 
''Only it looks mighty queer." 

He melted into the darkness and Stark returned to 
his cabin, where he paced back and forth impatiently, 
smiling evilly now and then, consulting his watch at 
frequent intervals. A black look had begun to set- 
tle on his face, but it vanished when Necia came, and 
he met her with a smile. 

"I was afraid you bad weakened," he said. "Every- 
thing is ready and waiting. I've got the only canoe in 
the place, a Peterborough, and hired a good oarsman 
to put you through, instructing him to make as fast 
time as he can, and to board the first steamer that 
overtakes you. Too bad this freighter that just got in 
isn't going the other way. However, there's liable to 
be another any hour, and if one doesn't come along 
you'll find enough blankets and food in the skifi, so 
you needn't go ashore. You'll be there before yo« 
know it." 

"You are very kind," said the giri. "I can't thank 
you enough," She was clothed in her simple every- 
day dress, and looked again the sun-colored half-breed 
girl with the wide, dark eyes and the twin braids of 
crow-black hair. 

"You didn't run into anybody, eh?" 

She shook her head. Then he led her out into th« 
darkness, and they stumbled down to the river's-bank, 
descending to the gravelly water's edge, where rows 
of clumsy hand-sawed boats and poling-skiSs were 
chafing at their painters. The up-river steamer was 
just clearing. 

Stark's low whistle was answered a hundred yarda 
below, and they searched out a darker blot that proved 
to be a man's figure. 
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^Ifl everythii^ ready?" he inquired, at which ths 
shadow grunted unintelligibly. So, holding Necia bj 
the arm. Stark helped her back to a seat in the stem. 

"This man will take you through," he said. "Yon 
can trust him, all right." 

The oarsman clambered in and adjusted his sweeps, 
then Stark laid a hand on the prow and shoved the 
light boat out into the current, calling softly: 

-'Good-bye, and good-luck," 

''Good-bye, Mr. Stark. Thank ytm ever so much," 
the girl replied, too numb and worn out to say much, 
or to notice or care whither she was bound or who was 
her boatman. She had been swept along too swiftly 
to reason or fear for herself any more. 

Half an hour later the scattered lights of the little 
camp winked and twinkled for the last time. Turning, 
she set her face forward, and, adjusting the cushions 
to her comfort, strained her tired eyes towards the 
rising and falling shadow of her boatman. She seemed 
borne aloi^ on a mystic river of gloom that hissed and 
gurgled about her, invisible but all-pervading, irresisti- 
ble, monstrous, only the ceaseless, monotonous creak of 
the rovrfocks breaking the silence. 

Stark did not return to his cabin, but went back 
instead to his saloon, where he saw Poleon Doret still 
sprawling with elbows on the table, his hat pulled low 
above his sullen face. The owner of the place passed 
behind the bar and poured himself a full glass of 
whiskey, which he tossed oS, then, without a look to 
right or left, went out and down towards the barracks. 
A light behind the drawn curtains of the of&cer's house 
told that his man was not abed, but he waited a long 
m o ment after his summons before the door was opened, 
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during which he heard the occupant moving about and 
another door close in the rear. When he was allowed 
entrance at last he found the young man alone in a 
smoke-^led room with a bottle and two empty glasses 
on the table. 

For at the sound of his voice Gale had whispered 
to Burrell, " Keep him outl" and the Lieutenant had 
decided to refuse his late visitor admittance when 
he lighted on the expedient of concealing the trader 
{n the bedroom at the rear. It was only natural, he 
reasoned, that Gale should dislike to face a man like 
Stark before he had regained his composiu^, 

"Go in there and wait till I see what he wants," he 
had said, and, shutting the old man in, be had gone 
forth to admit Stark, resenting bis ill-timed intrusion 
and inquiring brusquely the cause of it. 

Before answering, Stark entered and closed the door 
behind him. 

"I've got some work for you. Lieutenant." 

"I guess it can wait till morning," said Meade. 

"No, it can't; it's got to be done to-night, right nowl 
You represent the law, or at least you've taken every 
occasion to so declare yourself, and to mix in with 
little things that don't cut much figure; so now 
I've come to you with something big. It's a serious 
a£Eair, and being as I'm a peaceful man I want to go 
by the law." His eyes mocked the words he uttered. 
"You're mighty prompt and detennined when it comes 
to regulating such affairs. You seem to carry the 
weight of this whole community on your shoulders, so 
I'm here to give you some information." 

Burrell ignored the taunt, and said, quietly: "It's 
a little late for polite conversation. Come to tiie 
pdnt." 

'3S 
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"Fve got a criminal for you." 

"What kind?" 

"Murderer." 

"You've had a killing in your place, eh?" 

"No, I've just made a discovery. I found it all ottt 
by accident, too — ^pure accident. By Heavenl Yoti 
can't tell me there isn't a beneficent Providence over, 
looking our aftairs. Why, this felon has lived here 
amoi^ US all this time, and only for the merest chance 
I never would have recognized bim." 

"Well, wellt Go onl" snapped Burrell, impatiently. 

"He's a friend of yours, and a highly respected 
party. He's a glorious example to this whole river." 

The ofBcer started. Could it be? he wondered. 
Could knowledge of this affair have reached this man i 
He was uncomfortably aware of that presence in the 
back room, but he had to know the truth. 

"Who is the man?" 

"He's your friend. He's—" Stark paused, gloat- 
ing over his enemy's suspense. 

"Go on." 

"He's everybody's friend. He's the shining mark 
of this whole country. He's the benevolent renegade. 
Squaw-man Gale." 

"John Gale?" 

"Gaylord is his name, and I was a fool not to know 
it sooner." 

"How did you discover this?" inquired Burrell, 
lamely. "What proof have you?" 

The disclosure had not affected the soldier as Stark 
expected, and his anger began to lift itself. 

"That's neither here nor there; the man's a mttr- 

derer; he's wanted in California, where I came from; 

he's been indicted, and there's a price on his heatL 
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He's hidden for fifteen years, but hell hang as sure 
as I stand here. " 

Disclosures of a complex nature had so crowded on 
Burrell in the last few hours that be saw himself the 
centre of a most unfortimate and amamn^ tangle. 
Things were difficult enough as it was, but to have 
this man appear and cry for justice — this man above 
all otherst— it was f*- complication quite unlocked foiv^. 
a hideous mockery. He must gain time for thought. 
One false step might ruin all. He could not face this 
on the spur of the moment, so, shrugging his ahoulden 
with an air of polite scepticism, he assumed a tone ot 
good-natured raillery. 

"Fifteen years? Uurder? John Gale a murderer? 
Why, that's almost — pardon toe if I amile — I'm get- 
ting sleepy. What proof have you?" 

"Proofl" blazed the gambler. "Proofl Ask Gay- 
lordl Proofl Why, the woman he murdered was my 
wife!" 

It was Burrell's turn now to fall incoherent, and not 
only did his speech forsake him, but his thoughts went 
madly veering off into a wilderness where there was no 
trail, no light, no hope.. What kind of a coil was this? 
What frightful bones were these he bared? This man 
was Bennett! This was Necia's father I This man he 
hated, this man who was bad, whose name was a curse 
throughout the length and breadth of the West, was 
the father of the girl he loved I His head began to 
whirl, then the story of the trader came back to him, 
and he remembered who and what the bearer of these 
later tidings was. He raised a pair of eyes that had 
become furious and bloodshot, and suddenly realized 
that the man before him, who persisted in saddling 
•pon Gale this heinous crime, was the slayer of Xecia't 
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mother; for he did not doubt Gale's story for an iit 
stant. He found bis fingers writhing to feel the exeat* 
ure's throat. 

"Proof!" Stark was growling. "How much proof 
do you need? I've followed him for fifteen years. 
I've tracked him with men and dogs through woods 
and deserts and mining-camps. I've slept on his trail 
for five thousand miles, and now do you think I'm mis- 
taken? He killed my wife, I say, and robbed me of 
my little girll That's her in his house. That's h^ 
he calls Necia. She's my girl — my girl, do you under- 
stand?— and I'll have his life." 

It was hate that animated him, and nothing mon. 
He had no joy in the finding of his offspring, tso up- 
lifted thought of justice. The thirst for revenge, per- 
sonal, violent, utter, was all that prompted this man; 
but Biurell had no inkling yet of the father's well- 
shaped plans, nor how far-reaching they were, and could 
barely stammer: 

"So! You — you know?" 

"Yes! She wears the evidence around her neck, 
and if that isn't enough I can furnish more — evidence 
enough to smother you. My name isn't Stark at all; 
I changed it years ago for certain reasons. I've changed 
it more than once, but that's my privilege and my own 
affair. Her name is Merridy Bennett." 

"I don't suppose you know I'm going to marry her," 
said the Kentuckian, irrelevantly. 

"No," replied the other, "I wasn't aware of the 
fact." 

"Well, I am. I'll be your son-in-law," He said this 
as if it were the statement of an astonishing truth, 
whereat Stark grinned, a mirthless, disquieting sort of 
grimace, and said: 
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"There's a lot of things for you and me to settle up 
first. For one thing, I want those mines of hers." 

"Why?" 

"Well, I'm her father, and she's not of age." 

"I'll think it over." 

"I'll take them, anyway, as her next of kin." 

Burrell did not follow up this statement, for its truth 
was incontrovertible, and showed that the father's ill- 
will was too tangible a thing to be concealed; so he 
continued : 

"We'll adjust that after Gale is attended to; but. 
meanwhile, what do you want me to do?" 

"I want you to arrest the man who killed my wife. 
If you don't take him the miners will. I've got a fol- 
lowing in this camp, and I'll raise a crowd in fifteen 
minutes — enough to hang this squaw-man, or batter 
down your barracks to get him. But I don't want to 
do that ; I want to go by the law you've talked so much 
about; I want you to do the trick." 

At last Burrell saw the gambler's deviltry. He 
knew Stark's reputation too well to think that he feared 
a meeting with Gale, for the man had lived in hope of 
that these fifteen years, and had shaped his life around 
such a meeting; but this indirect method — the Ken- 
tuckian felt a flash of reluctant admiration for a man 
who could mould a vengeance with such cruel hands, 
and, even thoi^h he came from a land of feuds, where 
hate is a precious thing, the cunning strength of this 
man's enmity dwarfed any he had ever known. Stark 
had planned his settlement coldly and with deliberate 
malice; moreover, he was strong enough to stand aside 
and let another take his place, and thus deny to Galo 
the final recourse of a hunted beast, the desperate satis- 
faction that the trader craved. He tied his enemy's 
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hands and delivered him up with his thirst tmsatisfied 
— ^to whom f He thrust a weapon into the hand of his 
other enemy, and bade this other enemy use it ; worse 
than that, forced him to strike the man he honored — • 
the man he loved. Burrell never doubted that Stark 
had carefully weighed the effect of this upon Necia, 
and had reasoned that a girl like her could not under- 
stand a soldier's duty if it meant the blood of a parent. 
If he refused to act, the gambler could break him, while 
every effort he made to protect Gale would but in- 
crease the other's satisfaction. There was no chance 
of the trader's escape. Stark held him in his hand. 
His followers would do his bidding. It was a desper- 
ate affair. Was it impossible, the Lieutenant won- 
dered, to move this man from his purpose 7 

"Have yon thought ofNeda? She loves Gale. 
What effect will this have on her?" 

"Damn her! She's more his brat than mine. I 
want John Gaylord!" 

At this a vicious frenzy overtook Burrell, and he 
thought of the man behind yonder door, whom he had 
forgotten until these words woke something sav^^ in 
him. Weill Why not? These two men had stalked 
each other clear into the farthest places, driven by 
forces that were older than the hills. Who was he to 
stand between such passions? This was ordained, it 
was the course of nature, the clash of elements, and 
this was a fair battle-ground, so why should he under- 
take to stop a thing decreed ? 

The gambler's words rang in his ears — " I want John 
Gaylord " — and before he knew what he was doing he 
had answered: "Very well. I'll give him to you," and 
crossed quickly to the door of his bedroom and flui^ 
it open. On the threshold he paused stock-still. The 
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plaoe was empty ; a draught Bucked through the opeb 
window, flirting with the curtain and telling the story 
of the trader's exit. 

"If you're looking for your coat, it's here," he heard 
Stark say. "Get into it, and we'll go for hitn." 

The Lieutenant's mind was working fast enough now, 
in all conscience, and he saw with clear and fateful eyes 
whither he was beii^ led, at which a sudden reckless 
disregard for consequences seized him. He felt a blind 
fury at being pulled and hauled and driven by this 
creature, and also an unreasoning anger at Gale's 
defection. But it was the thought of Necia and 
the horrible net of evil in which this man had en- 
snared them both that galled him most. It was all 
a terrible tangle, in which the truth was hopelessly 
hidden, and nothing but harm could come from at- 
tempting to unravel it. There was but one solution, 
and that, though fundamental and effective, was not 
to be expected from an officer of the law. Neverthe- 
less, he <±ofie it, for Ben Stark was too potent a force 
for evil to be at large, and needed extermination as 
truly as if he were some dangerous beast. He deter< 
mined to finish this thing here and now. 

Meade went to his bureau, took his revolver from the 
belt where he had hung it, and caoae out into the other 
room. Stark, seeing the weapon, exclaimed: 

"You don't need that; he won't resist you." 

"I've decided not to take him," said Burrell. 

"Decided not to take him?" shouted the other. 
"Have you weakened? Don't you intend to arrest 
that man ?" 

"No!" cried the soldier. "I've listened to yourUes 
long enough; now I'm going to stop them, once for all. 
You're too dangerous to have around." 
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They faced each other silently a moment; then 
Stark spoke in a very quiet voice, though his eyes were 
glittering: 

"What's the meaning of this? Are you crazy?" 

"Gale was here just before you came, and told me 
who killed your wife. I know." 

"You do?" 

"Ido." 

"Well?" 

" It's pretty late. This place is lonely. This is the 
simplest way." 

The gambler fell to studying his antagonist, and 
when he did not speak Burrell continued: 

"Come, brace upl I'm giving you a chance." 

But Stark shook his head. 

"Don't be afraid," insisted the Lieutenant. "There 
are no witnesses. If you get me, nobody will know, 
and your word is good. If not — it's much simpler 
than the other." Then, when the gambler still made 
no move, he insisted, "You wouldn't have me kill you 
like a rattlesnake ?" 

"You coiddn't," said the older man. "You're not 
that Idnd — and I'm not the kind to be cheated, either. 
Listen! I've lived over forty years, and I never took 
less than was coming to me. I won't b^in to- 
night." 

"Youll get your share — " 

"Bahl You don't know what I mean. I don't 
want you; it's him I'm after, and when I'm done with 
him I'll take care of you; but I won't run any risk 
right now. I won't take a chance on losing what I've 
risked so much to gain, what I've lived these fifteen 
years to get. You might put me away — ^there's the 
possibility — and I won't let you or any other man— of 
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I either, not even my girl— cheat - me oat d 
Gale. Put up your gun." ^ 

The soldier hesitated, then did as he was bidden, im 
this man knew him better than he knew himself^ 

*'I oi^ht to treat you like a mad dog, but I can't do 
it while your hands are up. I'm going to fight for 
John Gale, however, and you can't take him." 

"Ill have his carcass hung to my ridge-pole before 
daylight." 

"No." 

"I say yes!" Stark turned to go, but paused at the 
door. "And you think you'll marry Necia, do you?" 

"I know it." 

"Like hell you will! Suppose you find her first." 

"What do you mean? Wait — " 

But his visitor was gone, leaving behind him a lover 
already sorely vexed, and now harassed by a new and 
sudden apprehension. What venom the man dis- 
tilledl Could it be that he had sent Necia awayf 
Bunell scouted the idea. She wasn't the kind to go 
at Stark's mere behest; and as for his forcing her, why, 
this was not an age of abductions! He might aim to 
take her, but it would require some time to establish 
his rights, and even then there were Gale and himself 
to be reckoned with. Still, this was no time for idUng, 
and he might as well make certain, so the young man 
put on his coat hurriedly, knowing there was work to 
do. There was no telling what this night would brii^ 
forth, but first he must warn his friend, after which 
they would fight this thing together, not as soldier and 
civilian, but as man and man, not for the law, but 
against it. He smiled as he reaUzed the situation. 
Well, he was through with the army, anyhow ; his path 
was strange and new from this time henceforth, and 
^43 



jbyGoogIc 



THE BARRIER 

led him away from all he had koown, taking him amcn^ 
other peoples; but he did not flinch, for it led to her. 
Behind hhn was that former life; to-night he began 
anew. 

Stark traced his way back to his cabin in a ten times 
fiercer mood than he had come, reviling, cursing, hat- 
ing; back past the dark trading-post he went, pausing 
to shake his clenched fist and grind out an oath be- 
tween his teeth ; past the door of his own saloon, which 
was a-light, and whence came the sound of revelry, 
throi^h the scattered houses, where he went more by 
feel than by sight, up to the door of his own shack. 
He fitted his key in the lock, but the door swung open 
without his aid, at which he remembered that he had 
only pulled it after him when he came away with Necia. 
He closed it behind him now, and locked it, for he had 
some thinking to do; then felt through his pockets for 
a match, and, striking it, bent over his lamp to adjust 
the wick. It flared up steady and strong at last, flood- 
ing the narrow place with its illumination; then he 
straightened up and turned towards the bed to throw 
off his coat, when suddenly every muscle of his body 
leaped with an uncontrollable spasm, as if he had un- 
covered a deadly serpent coiled and ready to spring. 
In spite of himself his lungs contracted as if with the 
grip of giant hands, and his breath came forth in a 
startled cry. 

John Gale was atting at his table, barely an arm's- 
length away, his gray-blue eyes fixed upon him, and the 
deep seams of his heavy face set as if graven in stone. 
His huge, knotted hands were upon the table, and be- 
tween them lay a naked knife. 
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JOHN OALB's HOUK 

IT was a heathenish time of night to arotise the giri, 
thought Bitrrell, as he left the barracks, but he miist 
allay these fears that were besetting him, he must see 
Necia at once. The low, drifting clouds obscured what 
star-glow there was in the heavens, and he stepped back 
to light a lantern. By its Ught he looked at his watch 
and exclaimed, then held it to his ear. Five hours had 
passed since he left Gale's house. Well, the call was 
urgent, and Necia would understand his anxiety. 

A few moments later he stood above the squaw, who 
crouched on the trader's doorstep, waihng her death 
song into the night. He could not check her; she paid 
no heed to him, but only rocked and moaned and 
chanted that strange, weird song which somehow gave 
strength to his fears. 

"What's wrong; where is Necia? Where is she?" 
he demanded, and at last seized her roughly, facing 
her to the hght, but Alluna only bUnked owlishly at 
his lantern and shook her head. 

"Gone away," she finally informed him, and began to 
weave again in her despair, but he held her fiercely. 

"Where has she gone? When did she go?" He 
shook her to quicken her reply. 

"I don' know, I don' know. Long time she's gon« 

now." She trailed oS into Indian words he could not 
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comprehend, so he pushed past her into the house to 
see for himself, and without knocking flung Necia's door 
open and stepped into her chamber. Before he had 
swept the unfamiliar room with his eyes he knew that 
she had indeed gone, and gone hurriedly, for the signs 
of disorder betrayed a reckless haste. Hanging across 
the back of a chair was what had once been the won- 
drous dress, Poleon's gift, now a damp and draggled 
ruin, and on the floor were two sodden satin slippers 
and a pair of wet silk stockings. He picked up the 
lace gown and saw that it was torn from shoulder to 
waist. What insanity had possessed the girl to rip her 
garment thus? 

"She take her 'nother dress; the one I make las' simi- 
mer," said Alluna, who bad followed him in and stood 
staring as he stared. 

"When did she go, Allimaf For God's sake, what 
does this mean P" 

"I don' know! She come and she go, and I don' 
see her; mebbe three, four hour ago." 

"Where's Gale? He'll know. He's gone after her, 
eh?" 

The upward glow of the lantern heightened the 
young man's pallor, and again the squaw broke into 
her sad lament. 

"John Gale — he's gone away with the knife of my 
father. I am afraid — I am afraid." 

Burrell forced himself to speak calmly; this was no 
time to let his wits stampede. 

"How long ago?" 

"Ixjng time." 

"Did he come back here just now?" 

''No; he went to the jail-ho^ise, and he would not 
let me follow. He don' come back no more." 
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This was confusing, and Meade cried, angrily: 

"Why didn't you give the atann? Why didn't you 
come to me instead of yelling your lui^ out around 
the house?" 

"He told me to wait," she said, simply. 

"Go find Poleon, quick." 

"He told me to wait," she repeated, stoically, aj^'*' 
Burrell knew he was powerless to move her. He saftr 
the image of a great terror in the woman's face. Tlt6 
night suddenly became' heavy with the hint of un- 
speakable things, and he grew fearful, suspecting now 
that Gale had told him but a part of his story, that 
all the time he knew Stark's identity, and that his 
quarry was at hand, ready for the kill ; or, if not, he had 
learned enough while standing behind that partition. 
Where was he now ? Where was Necia ? What part did 
she play in this ? Stark's parting words struck Bur- 
rell again like a blow. This life-long feud was drawing 
swiftly to some tragic culmination, and somewhere out 
in the darkness those two strong, hate-filled men were 
settling their scores. All at once a fear for the trader's 
life came upon the young man, and he realized that a 
great bond held them together. He could not think 
clearly, because of the dread thing that gripped him at 
thou^t of Necia. Was he to lose her, after all ? He 
gave up trying to think, and fled for Stark's saloon, 
reasoning that where one was the other must be near, 
and there would surely be some word of Necia. Ha 
burst through the door; a quick glance over the place 
showed it empty of those he sought, but, spyii^ 
Poleon Doret, he dragged him outside, inquiring breath- 
lessly: 

"Have you seen Gale?" 

"No." 
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fRave you aeen Stark? Has he been aboutf* 

^Yes, wan hour, mebbe two hour ago. W^? Wak 
for you ask?" 

"There's the devil to pay. Those two have cans 
together, and Neda is gone." 

"Neda gcme?" the Canadian jerked out. "Wat 
you mean by dat? W*ere she's gone to?" 

"I don't know — nobody knows. Godi I'm ibak< 
tng like a leaf." 

"Bahl She's feel purty bad I She's go out by her- 
ae'f. Dat's all right." 

"I tell you something has happened to her; thers's 
hell to pay. I found her clothes at the house torn to 
ribbons and all muddy and wet." 

Poleon cried out at this. 

"We've got to find her and Gale, and we haven't a 
nunute to lose. I'm afraid we're too late as it is. I 
wish it was daylight. Damn the darkness, anyhowl 
It makes it ten times harder." 

His incoherence farmed his listener more than hia 
words. 

"Were have you look?" 

"I've been to the house, but Alluna is crazy, and 
■ays Gale has gone to kill Stark, as near as I can make 
out. Both of them were at my quarters to-night, and 
I'm afraid the squaw is right." 

"But w'ere is Necia?" 

"We don't know; maybe Stark has got her." 

The Frenchman cursed horribly. "Have you try 
hees cabane?" 

"No." 

Without answer the Frenchman darted away, and 
the Lieutenant sped after him through the deserted 
lows of Ic^-houses. 
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"Hal Dere'a light," snarled Doret, over his ghoal* 
der, as they neared thei' goal. 

"Be careful," panted Burrell. "WaitI Don't knock." 
He forced Poleon to pause. "Let's find out who's in- 
side. Remember, we're working blind." 

He gripped his compamon's arm with fingers of steel, 
and together they crept up to the door, but even be- 
fore they had gained it they heard a voice within. It 
was Stark's. The walls of the house were of moss- 
chinked logs that deadened every sound, but the door 
itself was of thin, whip-sawed pine boards with ample 
cracks at top and bottom, and, the room being of small 
dimensions, they heard plainly. The Lieutenant lean- 
ed forward, then with difficiilty smothered an excla^ 
mation, for he heard another voice now — ^the voice <A 
John Gate. The words came to him muffled but dis- 
tinct, and he raised his hand to knock, when, suddenly 
arrested, he seized Poleon and forced him to his knees, 
hissing into his ear: 

"Listen! Listenl For God's sake, listenl" 

For the first time in his tempestuous life Ben Stark 
lost the iron composure that had made his name a by- 
word in the West, and at sight of his bitterest enemy 
seated in the dark of bis own house waiting for him 
he became an ordinary, nervous, frightened man faced 
by a great peri!. It was the utter unexpectedness of 
the thing that shook him, and before he could regain 
his balance Gale spoke: 

"I've come to settle, Bennett," 

"What are you doing here ?" the gambler stammered. 

"I was up at the soldier's place just now and heard 
you. I didn't want any interruptions, so I came here 
vhere we can be alone." He paused, and, when Starli 
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made no answer, continued, "Well, let's get at it.** 
But still the other made no move, "You've had all 
the best of it for twenty years," Gale went on, in his 
level voice, "but to-night I get even. By GodI I've 
lived for this." 

"That shot in Lee's cabiu ?" recalled Stark, with the 
light of a new understanding. "You knew me then?" 

"Yes." 

Stark took a deep breath. "What a damned fool 
I've been!" 

"Your devil's magic saved you that time, but it wont 
stop this." The trader rose slo^y with the knife ia 
his hand. 

"You'll hang for thisi" said the gambler, unsteadily, 
at which Gale's face blazed. 

"Hal" exclaimed the trader, exultin^y; "you can 
feel it in your guts already, eh?" 

With an effort Stark began to assemble his wits as 
the trader continued: 

"You saddled your dirty work cm me. Ben Stark, 
and I've carried it for fifteen years; but to-night I put 
you out the way you put her out. An eye for an eyel" 

"I didn't kill her," said the man. 

"Don't lie. This isn't a grand jury. We're all 
alone." 

"I didn't kill her." 

"So? The yellow is showing up at last. X knew 
you were a coward, but I didn't think you'd be afraid 
to own it to yourself. That thing mtist have lived 
with you." 

"Look here," said Stark, curiously, "do you really 
think I kiUed Merridy?" 

"I know it. A man who would strike a wmum 
would kill her — if he had the nerve." 
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Stark had now mastered Mmself, and smiled. 

"My hate worked better than I thought. Well.weU, 
that made it hard for you, didn't it?" he chuckled. 
''I supposed, of course, you knew — " 

"KnewF" Gale's face showed emotion for the first 
time. "Knew what — i" His hands were quivering 
slightly. 

"She kiUed hferself." 

"So help you God?" 

"So help me GodI" 

There was a long pause. 

"Why?" 

"Say, it's kind of funny our standing here talk- 
ing about that thing, isn't it? Well, if you want to 
know, I came home early that night — I guess you 
hadn't been gone two hours — and the surprise did it, 
more than anything else, I suppose — she hadn't pre- 
pared a story. I got suspicious, named you at ran- 
dom, and hit the nail on the head. She broke down, 
thought I knew more than I d^d, and — and then there 
was hell to pay." 

"Go on." 

"I suppose I talked bad and made threats — I was 
crazy over you — ^till she must have thought I meant to 
kill her, but I didn't. No. I nevei' was quite that 
bad. Anyhow, she did it herself." 

Gale's face was like chalk, and his voice sounded thin 
and dry as he said: 

"You beat her, that's why she did it." 

Stark made no answer. 

"The papers said the room showed a struggle." 

When the other still kept silent. Gale insisted: 
"Didn't you?" 

At this Stark flamed up defiantly. 
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f^WeU, I guess I bad cause enough. No woman eb 
cept her was ever untrue to me — wife or sweetheart.'* 

**You didn't really think—?" 

t'Think belli I thought so then, and I thinlc so now. 
8be denied it, but — " 

"And 70U knew her so well, too, I guess you'vs 
had some bad nights yourself, Bennett, with that al- 
ways on your mind — " 

"I swore I'd have you — " 

" — and so you put her blood on my head, and mada 
me an outlaw." After an instant; "Why did you 
tell me this, anyhow?" 

"It's our last talk, and I wanted yoa to know bow 
well my hate worked." 

"W<^, I guess that's all," said Gale. So far they 
had watched each other with unwavering, unblinking 
eyes, straining at the leash and taut in every nerve. 
Now, however, the trader's fingers tightened on the 
knife-handle, and his knuckles wnitened with the grip, 
at which Stark's right hand swept to his waist, and 
nmultaneously Gale Itmged across the table. His 
blade flickered in the light, and a gun spoke, once — 
twice — again and again. A cry arose outside the cabin, 
then some heavy thing crashed in through the door, 
bringing light with it, for with his first leap Gale had 
parried the lamp and the table with him, and the two 
had clenched in the dark. 

BurreU had waited an instant too long, for the men's 
voices had held so steady, their words had been so 
vital, that the finish found him unprepared, but, thrust- 
ing the lantern into Poleon's hand, he had backed off a 
pace and hurled himself at the door. He had learned 
the knack of bunching his weight in football days, and 
tbt banier burst and splintered before him. He fell to 
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bis lineei inside, and an Instant later found ImnBelf 
wrestling for his life between two r^ing beasts. Ths 
Lieutenant knew Doret must have entered too, though 
be cotdd not see him, for the lantern shed a sickly gloom 
over the chaos. He was locked desperately with John 
Gale, who flung him about and handled him like a 
child, fighting like an old gray wolf, hoary with years 
and terrible in his rage, Burrell had never been ao 
battered and harried and torn; only for the lantern's 
light Gale would doubtless have sheathed his weapoa 
in his new assailant, but the more fiercely the trader 
struggled, the more tenaciously the soldier clung. As 
it was. Gale carried the Lieutenant with him and struck 
over his bead at Stark. 

Poleon had leaped into the room at Burrell's heels, 
to receive the impact of a heavy body hurled backward 
into his arms as if by some irresistible force. He seized 
it and tore it away from the thing that pressed after 
and bore down upon it with the ferocity of a wild beast. 
He saw Gale reach over the Lieutenant's head and 
swing his arm, saw the Icnife-blade bury itself in what 
he held, then saw it rip away, and felt a hot stream 
spurt into his face. So closely was the Canadian en- 
tangled with Stark that he fancied for an instant the 
weapon had wounded both of them for the trader had 
aimed at his enemy's neck where it joined the shoulder, 
but, hampered by the soldier, his blow went astray 
about four inches. Doret glimpsed Burrell rising from 
his knees, his arms about the trader's waist, and the 
next instant the combatants were dragged apart. 

The Lieutenant wrenched the dripping blade from 
Gale's hand; it no longer gleamed, but was warm and 
slippery in h^s fingers. Poleon held Stark's gun, which 
was empty and smoking. 
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The fight had not lasted a minute, and yet what ter> 
rible havoc had been wrought! The gambler waa 
drenched with his own blood, which gushed from him, 
black in the yellow flicker, and so plentifully that the 
Frenchman was befouled with it, while Gale, too, was 
horribly stained, but whether from his own or his 
,enemy's veins it was hard to tell, llie trader paid no 
iheed to himself nor to the intruders, allowing BurreU 
to push him back against the wall, the breath wheezing 
in and out of his lungs, his eyes fastened on Stark, 

"I got you, Bennett!" he cried, hoarsely. "Your 
magic is no good." His teeth showed through his 
grizzled muzzle like the fangs of some wild animal. 

Bennett, or Stark, as the others knew him, lunged 
about with his captbr, trying to get at his enemy, and 
crying curses on them all, but he was like a child in 
Poleon's arms. Gradually he weakened, and suddenly 
resistance died out of him. 

"Come away from here," the Lieutenant ordered 
Gale. 

But the old man did not hear, and gathered him- 
self as if to resume the battle with his bare hands, 
whereupon the soldier, finding himself shaking like a 
frightened child, and growing physically weak at what 
he saw, doubted his abiUty to prevent the encounter, 
and repeated his command. 

"Come awayl" he shouted, but the words sounded 
foolishly flat and inane. 

Then Stark spoke intelligibly for the first time. 

"Arrest him! You've got to believe what I told you 
now, Burrell," He poured forth a stream of unspeak- 
able profanity, smitten by the bitter knowledge of his 
first and only defeat. "Youll hang, Gaylordl I'll 
see your neck stretched, damn your hearti" To 
»S4 



jbyGoogIc 



JOHN GALE'S HOUR 

PoleoQ he panted, excitedly: "I followed him for fifteen 
years, Doret. He killed my wife." 

"Dat's damn lie!" said the Frenchman. 

"No, it isn't. He's imder indictment for it back in 
California. He shot her down in cold blood, then ran 
off with my kid. That's her he calls Necia. She's 
mine. Ain't I right, Lieutenant?" 

At this final desperate effort to fix the crime upon 
his rival, Burrell turned on him with loathing. 

"It's no use. Stark. We heard you say she killed 
herself. We were standing outside the door, both of 
us, and got it from your own lips." 

Until this moment the man had stood on his own 
feet, but now he began to sag, seeing which, Poleon 
supported him to the bed, where he sank weakly, col- 
lapsing in every joint and muscle. 

"It's a job," he snarled. "You put this up, you 
three, and came here to gang me." An unnatural 
shudder convulsed him as his wounds bit at him, and 
then he flared up viciously. "But 111 beat you all. 
I've' got the girll I've got herl" 

"Necia!" cried Burrell, suddenly remembering, for 
this aSray had driven all else from his mind. 

Stark crouched on the edge of his bunk — a ghastly, 
gray, grinning thing! One weapon still remained to 
him, and he used it. 

"Yes, I've got my daughterl" 

"Where is she?" demanded the trader, hoarsely. 
"Where's my girl?" 

The gambler chuckled; an agony seized him till he 
hiccoughed and strangled; then, as the spell passed, he 
laughed again. 

" She's got you in her head, like the mother had, but 
in drive it out; 111 treat her like I did her—" 
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Gale wttered a terrible 07 acd movetl «poa bta, 
but Bnrrdl ■bouldered the' trader aside, IriitmftK po^ 
■esoed hy a cold fury that inteosified Ini itxeiigth ten- 
fold. 

"St(^ it, Galel Let me attend to tfaii. ID main 
him tell I" 

"Oh. will you ?** mocked the giil'e father. 

"Where i8 she?" 

"None of your damned buainesB." Again he vaa 
teized with a paroxysm that left faim ihiveriiig and 
his lips colorless. The blankets were soaked and soggy 
with blood, and his feet rested in a red poc4. 

"Ben Stark." said the tortured lover, "yoa'ra a sidk 
man, and you'll be gone in half an boor at tUi 
rate. Won't you do one decent thing befon yoa 
dier 

"Baht I'm all right." 

"Ill get you a doctor if yoall tell «8 wlierB she Is. 
If you don't — I'll — let you die. For God's sake, man. 
tpeak upl" 

The wounded man strove to rise, but coald aat, tiiMi 
considered for a moment before be said: 

"I seat her away." 

"Where?" 

"Up-river, on that freighter that left last nigfat. 
Shell go out by Skegway, and 111 join her later, when 
I can have her to myself. She's forty miles up-river 
now, and getting farther every minute — oh, you can** 
catch hert" 

The three men stared at one another blanldy. 

"Why did she go?" said Gale, dully. 

"Because 1 told her who she was, and who yoa arst 

because she thinks you killed her mother; because riM 

was gjad to get away." Now that be was growo toe 
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veak to infiict violent pain, the man lied maleroleatlyj 
gloating over what he saw in the tnider's face, 

"Never mind, old man. III brii^ her back," said 
Burrell, and laid a comforting hand on Gale's shouldert 
for the fact that she was safe, the fact of knowing some- 
thing relieved him immensely; but Stark's next words 
plunged him into even blacker horror than the trader 
felt. 

"You won't want her if yoa catch her. . Runnion 
Trill see to that." 

"Runnion!" 

"Yes, I sent him with her." 

The lover cried out in anguish and hid bis face in bis 

"He's wanted her for a long time, so I told him to go 
ahead — " 

None of them noticed Poleon Doret, who, upon iim 
unnatural confession, alone seemed to retain sufficient 
control to doubt and to reason. He was thinking hard, 
straightening out certain facts, and trying to square 
this horrible statement with things he had seen and 
heard to-night. All of a sudden he uttered a great 
cry, and bolted out into the darkness iinheeded by 
Gale and Burrell, who stood dazed and distraught witii 
a fear greater than that which was growing in Stark at 
sight (^ his wounds. 

The gambler looked down at his injuries, opened and 
closed the fingers of his hand as if to see whether he 
still maintained control of them, then cried out at the 
two helpless men: 

"WeU, are you gcang to let me bleed to deatb?" 

It brouf^t the soldier out of bis trance. 

""Why — no, not Well get a doctor." 

But Gale touched him <m the shoulder sod saidt) 
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i^He'i too weak to get out Lode Mm In, md M 
Urn di0 fai the dark." 

Stark ctmed a&ightedly, for it b a terrible thing to 
Meed to death in the dark, and in ^te of himself the 
Lieatenant wavered. 

"I can't do that. I promiBed." 

"He told that lie to my girt. He gave her to that 
hound," said the trader, but Bunell ohoved him thrDogh 
the door. 

"Not I can't do that.** And then to the wotmded 
man he said, "111 get a doctor, but God have mercy 
oo your sout" He could not trust himself to talk 
further frith this creature, nor be near him any longer, 
for though he had a slight knowledge of surgeiy, 
he would sooner have touched a loathsome serpent 
than the Sesh of this monstrous man. 

He pushed Gale ahead of him, and the old man went 
like a driven beast, for his violence had wasted itself, 
and he was like a person under the spell of a strong 
drug. At the doctor's door Burrell stopped. 

"I never thought to ask you," he Sfuci, wearily; "bat 
you must be hurt ? He must have wounded you ?*' 

"I reckon he did — I don't Imow." Then the maa'i 
listless v<Hoe throbbed out achin^y, as he cried in de> 
Bpair: "She believed him. iDOyl She believed hisliesi 
That's what hurts." SometHng like a sob caught in 
his throat, and he staggered away mtder ttie maf^ 
of bia great bereavement. 
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TBB LOVS OP POLBON DOBn 

T> tbe girl croacbing at the Btem of Runnlan'k 
boat it wemed as if this day and night would 
never end. It seemed as if the procession of natural 
events must have ceased, that there was no longer any 
time, for she had been suffering steadily for hours and 
hours without end, and began to wonder dreamily 
whether she had not skipped a day in her reckonii^ 
between the time when ^e first heard of the strike on 
her claim and this present moment. It occurred to 
her that she was a rich girl now in her own nght, and 
she smiled her crooked smile, as she reflected that the 
tlung she bad longed for without hope of attainment 
had come with confusing swiftness, and had left her 
unhappier than ever. . . . 

Woidd the day never come ? She pulled the rugs 
op closer about her as the morning chill made her 
shiver. She found herseli keeping mechanical count 
mth the sound of the sweeps — they must be making 
good speed, she thought, and the camp must be miles 
behind now. Had it been earlier in the season, when 
the river ran full of drift, they never could have gone 
thus in the dark, but the water was low and the chances 
of collision so remote as to render blind travel safe. 
Bven yet she could not distinguish her oarsman, ex- 
cept as a black bulk, for it had been a lowering; night 
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and the approaching dawn failed to break through tin 
blanket of cloud that hung above the great valley. 
He was a good boatman, however, aa she gathered from 
the tireless regularity of his strokes. He was a silent 
man, too, and she was grateful for that. She snuggled 
down into her blanket and tried to sleep, but she only 
dozed for a minute, it seemed, to find her eyes fly wide 
open again. So, restless and tired of her lonely vigil, 
die gave a premonitory cough, and said to her cohh 
panion: 

"You must be tired rowing so steadily?" 

"Oh, I don't mind it," he replied. 

At the sound of his voice she sat bolt upright. It 
couldn't be — if this were Runnion he would have spoken 
before! She ventured again, tremulously: 

"Have you any idea what time it is?" 

"About three o'clock, I fancy." 

"Who are you?" The question came like a shot. 

"Don't you know?" 

"What are you doing here, Mr. Rimnion?" 

*'I'm rowing," he answered, carelessly. 

"Why didn't you speak?" A vague feeling of un- 
easiness came over her, a suspicion .that all was not 
right, so she waited for him to explain, and when ha 
did not, she repeated her question. "What made yo« 
keep still so long? You Imew who / was?" 

"Well, it's the first time I ever took you on a mid- 
night row, and I wanted to enjoy it." 

The mockery in hia voice quickened her apprehension. 
Of a sudden the fear of being misjudged impelled her 
to end this fiight that had become so distasteful in 
a moment, preferring to face the people at the poet 
rather than continue her journey with this man, 

"I've changed my mind, Mr. Rimnion," she said. 
a6o 



jbyGoogIc 



THE LOVE OF POLhON DORBT 

"I don't want to go down to the Misston. I want yen 
to take me back." 

"Can't do it," he said; "the cmrent is too smft." 

"Then set me ashore and I'll walk back. It cant 
be far to town." 

"Twenty-five miles. We've been out about three 
kours." He kept on rowing steadily, and although 
tfae distance they had gone frightened her, she sum- 
moned her courage to say: 

"We can make that easily enough. Come, run in to 
tke bank." 

He ceased rowing and let the boat drift with dragging 
sweeps, filled his pipe and lighted it, then took up hii 
oars again and resumed his labors. 

"Please do as I ask you, Mr. Runnton. I've decided 
I don't want to go any farther." He laughed, and the 
aound aroused her, "Put me ashore this minutel" she 
cried, indignantly. "What do you mean?" 

"You've got a fierce temper, haven't youT" 

"Will you do it or not ?" 

When he made no answer, except to continue the 
maddening monotony of his movements, she was seized 
with a rash resolve to wrench the oars out of his hands, 
and made a quick motion towards him, at which he 
rfiouted: 

"Sit down I Do you want to upset us?" 

The unstable craft lurched and dipped dangerously, 
and, reaUzing the futility of her mad impulse, she sank 
back on her knees. 

"Put me ashore!" 

"No," he said, "not till I'm ready. Now, keep your 
•eat nrwell both drown; this ain't aferry-boat." Af- 
ter a few strokes, he added, "We'll never get along to* 
{ether unless you tame that temper." 
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" We're not gtring to get along tc^ther, Mr. Ron* 
nion — only as far as the Mission. 1 dare say you can 
tolerate me until then, can you not?" She said this 
iBtingly. 

"Stark told me to board the first boat for St. Mi- 
chael's," he said, disregarding her sarcasm, "but I've 
made a few plans of my own the last hour or so." 

"St. Michael's! Mr. Stark told you — why, that's im- 
possible! You misunderstood him. He told you to 
row me to the Mission. }'m going to Father Bamum's 
house," 

"No, you're not, and I didn't misunderstand him. 
He wants to get you out^de, alt right, but I reckon 
you'd rather go as Mrs. Runnion than as the sweet- 
heart of Ben Stark." 

"Are you crazy?" the girl cried. "Mr. Stark kindly 
ofEered to help me reach the Father at his Mission. 
I'm nothing to him, and I'm certainly not going to be 
anything to you. If I'd known you were going to row 
the boat, I should have stayed at home, because I de- 
test you." 

"You'll get over that." 

"I'm not in the humor for jokes." 

He rested again on his oars, and sfud, with delibera- 
tion; 

"Stark 'kindly offered' did he? Well, whenever 
Ben Stark ' kindly ' off ers anything, I'm in on the play. 
He's had his eye on you for the last three months, and 
he wants you, but he slipped a cog when he gave me the 
oars. You needn't be afraid, though, I'm going to do 
the square thing by you. We'll stop in at the Mis^on 
and be married, and then we'll see whether we want 
to go to St. Michael's or not, though personally I'm 
for going back to Flambeau." 
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During the hours while he had waited for Necia to 
discover his identity, the man's mind had not been idle; 
he had determined to take what fortune tossed into 
his lap. Had she been the unknown, unnoticed half- 
breed of a month or two before, he would not have 
wasted thoi^ht upon priests or vows, but now that a 
strange fate had worked a change in her before the 
world, he accepted it. 

The girl's beauty, her indifference, the mistaken at- 
titude of Stark urged him, and, strongest of all, he was 
drawn by his cupidity, for she would be very rich, so 
the knowing ones said. Doubtless that was why Stark 
wanted her, and, being a man who acknowledged no 
fidelity to his kind or his Creator, Runnion determined 
to outwit his principal, Doret, Burrell, and all the rest. 
It was a chance to win much at the risk of nothing, 
and he was too good a gambler to let it pass. 

With his brusque declaration Necia realized hei 
position — that she was a weak, lonely girl, just come 
into womanhood, so cursed by good looks that men 
wanted her, so stained by birth that they would not 
take her honestly; realized that she was alone with a 
dissolute creature and beyond help, and for the first 
time in her life she felt the meaning of fear. 

She saw what a frail and helpless thing she was; 
nothing about her was great save her soul, and that 
was immeasurably vexed and worried. She had just 
lived through a grief that had made her generous, and 
now she gained her first knowledge of the man-animal *a 
gross selfishiiess. 

"You are absolutely daft," she said. "You can't 
force me to marry you," 

"I ain't going to force you; you'll do it wiilingly," 

"ni die first. I'U call the first man we see— 1*8 
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teD Father Bamttm, and hell have you run out of tht 
country — ^it would only take a word from me." 

"If you haven't changed your mind when we get t* 
his place, III run through without stopping; but then 
isn't another priest between there and St. Uike's, and 
by the time we get to the mouth of the river, I guess 
youll say yes to most anythii^. However, I'd rather 
marry you at Holy Cross if you'll consent, and I'm 
pretty sure you will — ^when you think it over." 

"We won't discuss it." 

"You don't understand yet," he continued, slowly. 
"What will people say yrhen they know you ran away 
with me." 

"Ill tell them the truth." 

"Huht I'm too well known. No man on the river 
Would ever have you after that." 

"You — ^you — " Her voice was a-quiverwith indig- 
nation and loathing, but her lips could not frame an 
epithet fit for him. He cx>ntinued rowii^ for som» 
time, then said: 

"Will you marry me?'* 

"Nol If this thing is ever known, Poleon will IdH 
you — or father." 

For a third time he rested on his oars. 

"Now that we've come to threats, let me talk. I 
offered to marry you and do' the square thing, but if 
you don't want to, I'll pass up the formality and take 
you for my squaw, the same as your father took Al- 
luna. I guess you're no better than your mother, so 
your old man can't say much under the circumstance*. 
and if he don't object, Poleon can't. Just remember, 
you're alone with me in the heart of a wilderness, and 
you've got to make a choice quick, because I'm going 
sahore and make some breakfast as soon as it's light 
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•DOug^ to choose a landing-place. If you agree ta 
come quietly and go through with this thing like a 
sensible girl, I'll do what's right, but if you don't — 
then I'U do what's wrong, and njaybe you won't be 
«0 damned anxious to tell your friends about this trip. 
or spread your story up and down the river. Make up 
your mind before I land." 

The water gurgled at the bow again, and the row- 
locks squeaked. Another hour and then another pass- 
ed in silence before the girl noted that she no longer 
■eemed to float through abysmal darkness, but that 
the river showed in muddy grayness just over the gun- 
wale. She saw Runnion more clearly, too, and made 
out bis hateful outlines, thot^h for all else she be- 
held they might have been miles out upon a placid sea, 
and Eo imperceptible was the l^gard day's approach 
that she could not measure the growing light. It was 
a desolate dawn, and showed no glorious gleams of 
color. There was no rose -pink glow, no merging of 
a thousand tints, no final burst of gleaming gold; the 
night merely faded away, changing to a sickly pallor 
that grew to ashen gray, and then dissolved the low- 
hung, distorted shadows a quarter of a mile inland on 
either hand into a forbidding row of unbroken forest 
backed by plain, morass, and distant hills untipped by 
slanting rays. Overhead a bleak ruin of clouds lifted; 
imdemeath the river ran, a bilious yellow. The whole 
country so far as the eye could range was unmarred 
by the hand of man, untracked save by the feet of the 
crafty forest people. 

She saw Runnion gazing over his shoulder in seardi 

of a shelving beach or bar, his profile showing more 

debased and mean than she had ever noticed it before. 

They loaoded a bend where the left bank crumbled 
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before the untiring teeth of the river, forming a bristUng 
duvaux-de-frise of leaning, fallen firs a^rash in the cur- 
rent. The short side of the curve, the one nearest 
them, protected a gravel bar that made down-stream 
to a dagger-like point, and towarda this Runnton pro- 
pelled the skiff. The girl's heart sank and she felt 
her limbs grow cold. 

The mind of Poleon Doret worked in straight lines. 
Moreover, bis memory was good. Stark's statement, 
which so upset Gale and the Lieutenant, had a some- 
what different effect upcm the Frenchman, for certain 
facts had been impressed upon his subconsciousnefis 
which did not entirely ^be with the gambler's re- 
marks, and yet they were too dimly engraved to af- 
ford foundation for a definite theory. What he did 
know was this, that he doubted. Why? Because cer- 
tain scraps of a disjointed conversation recurred to 
him, a few words which he had overheard in Stark's 
saloon, something about a Peterborough canoe and a 
woman. He knew every skiff that lay along the water- 
front, and of a sudden he decided to see if this one was 
where it had been at dusk; for there were but two 
modes of egress from Flambeau, and there was but one 
canoe of this type. If Necia had gone up-river on the 
freighter, pursuit was hopeless, for no boatman could 
make headway against the current; but if, on the 
other hand, that cedar craft was gone — He ran out 
of Stark's house and down to the river-bank, then 
leaped to the shingle beneath. It was just one chance, 
and if he was wrong, no matter; the others would 
leave on the next up-river steamer; whereas, if hia 
suspicion proved a certainty, if Stark had lied to throw 
tb^ off the track, and Rimnion had taken her down* 
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stream — ^well, Poleon mshed no one to hinder him, for 
he would travel light. 

The boat was gone! He searched the line back- 
ward, but it was not there, and his excitement grew 
now, likewise his haste. Still on the run, he stumbled 
up to the trading-post and around to the rear, where, 
bottom up, lay his own craft, the one he guarded jealous- 
ly, a birch canoe, frail and treacherous for any but a 
man schooled in the ways of swift water and Indian 
tricks. He was very glad now that he had not told the 
others of his suspicions; they might have claimed the 
right to go, and of that he would not be cheated. He 
swung the shell over bis shoulders, then hurried to the 
bank and down the steep trail like some great, mis- 
shapen turtle. He laid it carefully in the whispering 
current, then stripped himself with feverish haste, for 
the driving call of a hot pursuit was on him, and al- 
though it was the cold, raw hours of late night, he 
whipped off his garments imtil he was bare to the mid- 
dle. He seized bis paddle, stepped in, then knelt amid- 
ships and pushed away. The birch -bark answered 
him like a living thing, leaping and dancing beneath 
the strokes which sprung the spruce blade and boiled 
the water to a foam, while rippling, rising ridges stood 
out upon his back and arms as they rose and fell, 
stretched and bent and straightened. 

A half-luminous, opaque glow was over the waters, 
but the banks quickly dropped away, until there was 
nothing to guide htm but the suck of the current and 
the sight of the dim-set stars. His haste now became 
something crying that lashed him fiercely, for he seem- 
ed to be standing still, and so began to mutter at the 
crawling stream and to complain of his thews, which 
did not drive him fast enough, only the sound be made 
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was more like the whine of a hound in leash or a W(M 
that runa with hot nostrils close to the earth. 

Ronnion drove his Peterborough towards the shore 
with powerful strokes, and ran its nose up on the gravel, 
rose, stretched himself, and dragged it farther out, 
then looked down at Necia. 

"Well, what is it, yes or no? Do you want me for 
a husband or for a master t" She cowered in the stem, 
a pale, fearful creature, finally murmuring: 

"You — you must give me time." 

"Not another hour. Here's where you declare your- 
self; and remember, I don't care which you choose, 
only you'd better be sensible." 

She cast her despairing eyes up and down the river, 
then at the wilderness on either shore; but it was as 
alent and unpeopled as if it had been created that 
morning. She must have time; she would temporize, 
pretending to yield, and then betray him to the first 
comer; a promise exacted mider duress would not be 
binding. 

"I'll go quietly," she said, in a faint voice. 

"I knew you'd see that I'm acting square. Cornel 
Get the cramp out of yourself while I make a pot of 
cofEee." He held out his band to assist her, and she 
accepted it, but stumbled as she rose, for she had been 
crouched in one position for several hours, and her 
limbs were stiff. He caught her and swung her ashore; 
then, instead of putting her feet to the ground, he 
pressed her to himself roughly and kissed her. She 
gave a stifled cry and fought him off, but he laughed 
and held her the closer. 

"Ain't I good for one kiss? Say, this is the deuoe 
e£ an engagement. Come, now — " 
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"No, DO, no!" she gasped, writhing like a wild thing} 
but he crushed his lips to hers again and then let her 
go, whereupon she drew away from him panting, dis- 
hevelled, her eyes wide and filled with horror. She 
scrubbed her lips with the back of her hand, as if to 
erase his mark, while he reached into the canoe and 
broughtforthanaxe, a bundle of food, andacoSee-pot; 
then, still chuckling, he gathered a few sticks of drift- 
wood and built a fire. She had a blind instinct to flee, 
and sought for a means of escape, but they were well 
out upon the bar that stretched a distance of three 
hundred feet to the wooded bank; on one side of the 
narrow spit was the scarcely moving, half-stagnant 
water of a tiny bay or eddy, on the other, the swift, 
gliding current tugging at the beached canoe, while 
the outer end of the gravelled ridge dwindled down to 
nothing and disappeared into the river. At sight of 
the canoe a thought struck her, but her face must have 
shown some sign of it, for the man chanced to look at 
the moment, and, seeing her expression, straightened 
himself, then gazed about searchingly. Without a 
word he stepped to the boat, and, seizing it, dr^ged it 
entirely out upon the bar, where her strength would 
not be equal to shoving it ofE quickly, and, not content 
with this, he made the painter fast, then went back to 
hie fire. The eagerness died out of her face, but an 
instant later, when he turned to the clearer water of 
the eddy to fill the cofEee-pot, she seized her chance and 
sped up the bar towards the bank. The shingle luider 
ioot and her noisy skirts betrayed her, and with an 
oath he followed. It was an imequal race, and he 
handled her with rough, strong hands when he over- 
took her. 

"Sol You lied to me! Well, I'm through with this 
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focdlshneas. It youll go back on your word like thU 
Tou'U 'bawl me out' before the priest, bo I'll forget my 
promise, too, and you'll be glad of the chance to many 
me." 

"Let me gol" she panted. "Ill marry you. Yes, 
yes, I'll do it, only don't touch me nowl" 

He led her back to the fire, which had begun t* 
crackle. She was so weak now that she sank upoa the 
stones shivering. 

"That's right! Sit down and behave while I make 
jou something hot to drink. You're all in," After 
a time he continued, as he busied himself about his 
task: "Say, you ought to be glad to get me; I've 
got a lot of money, or I will have, and once you're Mrs. 
Runnion, nobody '11 ever know about this or think (A 
you as a squaw." He talked to her while he waited 
for the water to boil, his assurance robbing her of hope, 
for she saw be was stubborn and reckless, determined 
to override her will as well as to conquer her body, 
while under his creed, the creed of his kind, a woman 
was made from the rib of man and for his service. He 
tonveyed it to her plainly. He ruled horses with a 
hard hand, be drove his dog teams with a biting lash, 
and he mastered women with a similar lack of feelii^ 
or consideration. 

He was still talking when the girl sprang to her feet 
and sent a shrill cry out over the river, but instantly 
he was up and upon her, his hand over her mouth, while 
^e tore at it, screaming the name of Poleon Doret. He 
silenced her to a smothered, sobbing mumble, and 
turned to see, far out on the bosom of the great soiled 
river, a man in a bark canoe. The craft had just swung 
past the bend abovA, and was still a long way off — so far 
away, in fact, that Neda's signal had not reached it, 
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for its occupant held unwaveringly to the swiftest chaA- 
nel, bis body riang and falling in the smooth, unend- 
ing rhythm of a tnaster-boatman under great haste, 
bis arms up-dting now and then, as the paddle glinted 
and Sashed across to the opposite side. 

Runnton glanced about hurriedly, then cursed as he 
•aw no place of concealment. The Peterborough stood 
out upon the bar conspicuously, as did he and the girl; 
but the chance remained that this man, whoever he 
was, would pass by, for his speed was great, the river 
a mile in width, and the bend sharp. Necia had cried 
Poleon's name, but her companion saw no resemblance 
to the Frenchman in this strange-looking voyager; in 
fact, he could not quite make out what was peculiar 
about the man — perhaps his eyes were not as ^arp as 
hers — and then he saw that the boatman was naked 
to the waist. By now he was drawing opposite them 
with the speed of a hound. The girl, gagged and held 
by her captor'a hands, struggled and moaned despair- 
ingly, and, crouching back of the boat, they might have 
escaped discovery in the gray morning light had it not 
been for the telltale fire — a tiny, crackling blaze no 
larger than a man's hat. It betrayed them. The 
dancing craft upon which their eyes were fixed whip- 
ped about, almost leaping from the water at one stroke, 
then came towards them, now nothing but a narrow 
thing, half again the width of a man's body. The cur- 
rent carried it down abreast of them, then past, and 
Rimnion rose, releasing the girl, who cried out with all 
Iter might to the boatman. He made no sound in 
reply, but drove his canoe shoreward with quicker 
strokes. It was evident he would efEect his landing 
Bear the lower end of the Bpit, for now he was withia 
lieariag dirtasce, and driving closer every instant. 
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Neda heard the gambler call: 
"Sheer off, Doretl You can't laad heret" 
She saw a gun in Runnion's hand, and a terriblo^ 
sickening fear swept over her, for he was slowly walk* 
ing down the spit, keeping abreast of the canoe as it 
drifted. She could see exactly what would happen: 
no man could disembark against the will of an armed 
marksman, and if Poleon slackened his stroke, or stop- 
ped it to exchange his paddle for a weapon, the current 
would carry him past; in addition, he would have to 
fire from a rocking paper shell harried by a boiling 
current, whereas the other man stood flat upon fail 
feet. 

"Keep away or I'll fire!" threatened Runnion ^ain; 
and she screamed, " Don't try it, Poleon, he'll kill youl* 
At her woi-ds Runnioa raised his weapon and fired. 
She heard the woods behind reverberate with the echoes 
like a sounding-board, saw the white spurt of amdka 
and the skitter of the bullet as it went wide. It was a 
long shot, and had been fired as a final warning; but 
Doret made no outcry, nor did he cease coming ; instead, 
faif paddle clove the water with the same steady strokes 
that took every ounce of efEort in his body. Rtmnion 
threw open his gun and replaced the spent shell. On 
came the careening, crazy craft in a sidewise drift, and 
with it the girl saw coming a terrible tragedy. She 
started to run down the gravelled ridge behind hef 
enemy, not realizing the value or moment of her action, 
nor knowing clearly what she would do ; but as she drew 
near she saw Runnion raise his gun again, and, without 
thought of her own safety, threw herself upon him. 
.^:ain his shot went wide as he strove to hurl her off, 
but his former taste of her strength was nothing to this, 
now that she fought for Poleon's life. Runnion snarled 
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ai^iily and thrust her away, for he had waited tiQ 
the canoe was close. 

"Let me go, you devill" be cried, and aimed again; 
but again she ran at him. This time, however, she did 
not pit her strength against his, but paused, and as he 
undertook to fire she thrust at his elbow, then dodged 
out of his way. Her blow was crafty and well-timed, 
and his shot went wild. Again he took aim, and 
again she destroyed it with a touch and danced out 
of his reach. She was nimble and light, and quick- 
ened now by a cold calculation of all that depended 
upon her. 

Three times in all she thwarted Runnion, while the 
^anoe drove closer every instant. On the fourth, as 
she dashed at him, he struck to be rid of her, cursing 
wickedly — struck as he would have struck at a man. 
Silently she crumpled up and fell, a pitiful, draggled, 
awkward little figure sprawled upon the rocks; but 
the delay proved fatal to him, for, though the canoe 
was close against the bank, and the huge man in It 
seemed to offer a mark too plain to be missed, he was 
too close to permit careful aim. Runnion heard him 
giving utterance to a strange, feral, whining sound, as 
if he were crying like a fighting boy; then, as the 
gambler raised his arm, the Canadian lifted himself up 
on the bottom of the canoe until he stood stretched to 
his full height, and leaped. As Runnion fired he 
sprang out and was into the water to his knees, his 
backward kick whirling the craft from midemeath 
him out into the current, where the river seized it. 
He had risen and jumped all in one moment, launching 
himself at the shore like a panther. The gun roared 
again, but Poleon came up and on with the rush of the 
great, brown grizzly that no missile cas stop. Run- 
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num's ireBpoii blazed in his face, but be neitber £elt 
nor beeded it, for his bare hands were upon his quarry, 
the impact of bis body hurling the other from hie feet, 
and neitber of them knew whether any or all of the 
Ust bullets bad taken effect. Poleon bad come like an 
arrow, straight for his mark the instant he glimpsed it, 
an insensate, unreasoning, raging thing that no weight 
of lead nor length of blade could stop. In his baste 
he had left Flambeau without weapon of any kind, for 
in his mind such things were Buperfluous, and he had 
never fought with any but those God gave him, nor 
found any living thing that Ms hands could not master. 
Therefore, be bad rushed headlong against this armed 
and waiting man, reaching for him ever closer and 
closer till the burning powder stung his eyes. They 
grappled and fought, alone and imseen, and yet it 
was no fight, for Runnion, though a vigorous, heavy- 
muscled man, was beaten down, smothered, and crushed 
beneath the onslaught of this great naked fellow, who 
all the time sobbed and whined and mewed in a pant- 
ing fury. 

They swung half across the spit to the farther side, 
where they fell in a fantastic convulsion, slipping and 
riiding and rolling among the rocks that smote and 
gouged and bruised them. The gambler fought for 
bis life against the naked flesh of the other, against the 
distorted face that snapped and bit like the muzzle 
a€ a wolf, while all the time be heard that fearful, in- 
articulate note of blood-hunger at his ear. The Cana- 
dian's clenched bands crushed whatever they fell upon 
«8 if mailed with metal; the fingers were like tearing 
tongs that could not be loosed. It was a frightful 
oombat, hideous from its inequality, like the battle ol 
A man f^;ainfit a maddened beast wbote teeth tore and 
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Irfaose claws ripped, whose every move vas irre^stible. 
And so it was over shortly. 

Poleon rose and ran to the fallen girl, leaving behind 
him a huddled and twisted likeness of a man. He 
picked her up tenderly, moaning and crooning; but as 
her limp head lolled back, throwing her pale, blind 
features tip to the heavens, he began to cry, this time 
like a woman. Tears fell from his eyes, burning tears, 
the agony of which seared his soul. He laid her care- 
fully beside the water's edge, and, holding her bead and 
shoulders in the crook of his left arm, he wet his right 
hand and bathed her face, crouching over her, half 
nude, dripping with the sweat of his great labors, a 
tender, palpitating ^fure of bronzed muscle and sinew, 
with all his fury and hate replaced by apprehension 
and pity. The short moments that he worked with her 
were agga to him, but she revived beneath his minis- 
trations, and her first frightened look of consciousness 
was changed to a melting smile. 

"W-whathappened, Poleon?" she said. "Iwasafraidl" 

He stood up to his full height, shaking, and weak as 
the water that dripped from him, the very bones in 
him dissolved. For the first time he uttered words. 

"T'ank God, ba gosh!" and ran his hand up over 
his wet face. 

"Where is he?" She started to her knees afEright- 
edly; then, seeing the twisted, sprawling figure beyond, 
began to shudder. "He — ^he's dead?" 

"I don' know," said Poleon, carelessly. "You feel 
it pmty good now, eh, w'at ?" 

"Yea — I — ^he struck mel" The remembrance of 
what had occurred surged over her, and she buried 
her face in her hands. "Oh, PoleonI Poleonl Em 
Was a dreadful man." 
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•*He don* trouble you no more." 

"He tried — ^he — Ughl I — I'm glad yon did ftl" 
She broke down, trembling at her escape, until her Bell- 
ishness smote her, and she was up and beside him on 
the instant. "Are you hurt? Oh, I never thought 
of that. You must be woundedl" 

The Frenchman felt himself over, and looked down 
at his limbs for the first time. "Nol I guess not," 
he said, at which Necia noticed his meagre attire, and 
simultaneously he became conscious of it. He fell 
away a pace, casting his eyes over the river for hia 
canoe, which was now a speck in the distance. 

"Ba gosh! I'm hell of a t'ing for lookin' at," he 
said. "I'm paddle hard — dat's w'y. Sacral how 1 
sweati" He hitched nervously at the band of his ov^- 
alls. while Necia answered: 

"Tfaat's all right, Poleon." Then, without warning, 
her face froze with mingled repulsion and wonder. 
''Look! Look!" she whispered, pointing past him. 

Runnion was moving slowly, crawling painfully into 
a sitting posture, uplifting a terribly mutilated facet 
dazed and half conscious, groping for possession of hia 
wits. He saw them, and grimaced frightfully, cower- 
ing and cringing. 

Poleon felt the girl's hand upon his arm, and heard 
her crying in a hard, sharp voice: 

"He needs killing! Put him away!" 

He stared down at his gentle Necia, and saw the 
loathing in her face and the look of strange ferocity 
as she met his eyes boldly. 

"You don't know what he — what he did," she said, 
through her shut teeth. " He — " But the man waited 
to hear no more. 

Runnion saw hj tn coming, and scrambled frantically 
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to all-fours, tlien got on his feet and stE^ered down 
the bar. As Poleon overtook him, he cried out pite- 
ously, a shrill scream of terror, and, falling to his knees, 
grovelled and debased himself like a foul cripple at 
fear of the lash. His agony dispelled the savage t^nt 
of Alluna's aboriginal training in Necia, and the pure 
white blood of her ancestors cried out: 

"Poleon, Poleon! Not that!" She hurried after 
him to where he paused above the wretch waiting for 
her. "Youmustn'tl" she said, "That would be mur- 
der, and — and — it's all over now." 

The Frenchman looked at her wonderingly, not com- 
prehending this sudden leniency. 

"Let him alone; you've nearly killed him; that's 
enough," Whereat Runnion, broken in body and 
spirit, b^an to beg for his life. 

"Wat's dat you say jus' now?" Doret asked the 
girl. "Was dat de truth for sure w'at you speak?'* 

"Yes, but you've done your work. Don't touch him 
again." 

He hesitated, and Runnion, quick to observe it, add- 
ed his entreaty to hers, 

"I'm beaten, Doret. You broke me to pieces. I 
need help — I — I'm hurt." 

"W'at you 'spec' I do wit' 'im?" the Canadian asked, 
and she answered: 

"I suppose we'll have to take him where he can get 
assistance," 

"Dat skiff ain* cany all free of us." 

"I'll stay here," groaned the frightened man, "I'll 
wait for a steamer to pick me up, but for God's sake 
don't touch me again!" 

Poleon looked him over carefully, and made up his 
aiind that the man was more injured in spirit than ia 
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body, for, outeide of hie battered muscles, he shoired 
no fatal symptoms. Although the voyageiir was slower 
to ai^er than a child, a gru<^ never died in him, and 
his simple, self-taught creed knew no forgiveness for 
such mea as Runnion, cherished no mercy for preying 
men or beasts. He glanced towards the wooded shcn^ 
a stone'e-throw above, then back at the coward he had 
beaten and whose life was forfeit under the code. 
There was a queer light in his eyes. 

"Leave bim here, Poleon. We'll go away, you aad 
I, in the canoe, and the first boat will pick him up. 
Come." Necia tugged at bis wrist for fear she might 
not prevail; but he was bent on brushing away a band' 
ful of hungry mosquitoes which, warmed by the grow- 
ii^ day, had ventured out on the river. His face be* 
came wrinkled and set. 

"BienI" ho grunted. "W'l lef 'im here, biccause 
dere ain't 'nough room in ^le batteau, eh? All right! 
Dat's good t'ing; but he's seeck man, so mebbe I feex 
it him nice place for stop till dem boats come." 

"Yes, yes! Leave me here. Ill make it througk 
all right," begged Runnion. 

"Better you camp yonder on de point, w'ere you 
can see dose steamboat w'en she conies 'roun' de ben'. 
Dis is bad place." He indicated the thicket, a quarter 
of a mile above which ran out almost to the cut bank. 
"Corae\ I help you get feex," 

Runnion shrank from his proffered assistance half 
fearfully, but, reasBored, allowed the Frenchman to help 
kim towards the shore. 

"We tell it de first boat "bout you, an' dej pick you 
up. You wait here, Necia." 

The girl watched her rescuer guide Rimnioa 19 to 

tbe level of the woods, then disappear with faia in tlw 
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firs, and was relieved to see the two emerge ^3poa tin 
river-bank ^:ain farther on, for she had feared for an 
instant that Poleon might foi^et. There seemed to 
be no danger, however, for he was crashing throtigh 
the brush in advance of the other, who followed labor- 
iously. Once Rtmnion gained the high point, he 
would be able to command a view of both reaches 
of the river, and could make signals to attract th« 
first steamboat that chanced to come along. With- 
out doubt a craft of some sort woiild pass front 
one direction or the other by to-morrow at latest, 
or, if not, she and Poleon could send back succor to 
him from the first habitation they encountered. The 
two men disappeared again, and her fears had begun 
to prey on her a second time when she beheld the big 
Canadian returning. He was hurrying a bit, apparent- 
ly to be rid of the mosquitoes that swarmed about him; 
and she marked that, in addition to whipping himseU 
with a handful of blueberry bushes, he wore Runnion's 
coat to protect his shoulders. 

"Woofl Dose skeeter bug is hongry," he cried. 
"IjCt's we pass on de river queeck." 

"You didn't touch him again?" 

"No, no. I'm t'rough wit' 'im." 

She was only too eager to be away from the spot, 
and an instant later they were afioat in the Peter* 
borough. 

"Dis nice baiteau," Poleon remarked, critically. 
"I mak' it go fas'," and began to row swiftly, seeking 
the breeze of the open river in which to shake o& the 
horde of stit^ng pests that had risen with the sun. 
"I come 'way queeck wit'out t'inkin' "bout gun or 
skeeter net or not'in'. Rtmnion she's len' me die coat, 
■o mebbe I don' look so worse lak' I do jus' now, eh f* 
>» a79 
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"How did you leave him? Is he badly injuredP** 

"No, I bus* it up on de face an' de rib, but ehe'i 
feelin' good now. Yes. I'm leave 'im nice place for 
Ktop an' wait on de steamboat — plaintee spruce bougb 
for set on."" 

She b^:an to shudder ^:ain, and, sensitive to her 
every motion, he asked, solicitously, if she were siclc. 
but she shook her head. 

"I — I — ^was thinking what — supposing you hadn't 
come? Oh, PoleonI you don't know what you saved 
me from." She leaned forward and laid a tiny, grate- 
ful hand on the huge brown paw that rested on bis 
oar. "I wonder if I can ever forget?" 

She noted that they were running with the cmrent, 
and inquired: 

"Where are we going?" 

"Wal, I can't pull dis boat 'gainst dat current, so I 
guess we pass on till I fin' my shirt, den bimebye W6 
pick it up some steamboat an' go home." 

Five miles below his quick eye detected his half- 
submerged "bark" lodged beneath some overhanging 
firs which, from the water's action, had fallen forward 
into the stream, and by rare good-fortune it was still 
upright, although awash. He towed it to the next 
eand'bar, where be wrung out and donned his shirt, 
then tipped the water from the smaller craft, and, mak- 
ing it fast astern of the Peterborough, set out again. 
Towards noon they came in sight of a little stem- 
wheeled craft that puffed and pattered manfully 
against the sweeping current, biding behind the points 
and bars and following the slackest water. 

"It's the Mission boat!" cried Necia. "It's the Mis- 
tion boat! Father Bamum will be aboard." 

She waved her arms madly and mingled her voic* 
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irith Poleon's until a black-robed figure appeared be>> 
side the pilot-bouse. 

"Father BamumI" she screamed, and, recc^;iiiziiig 
her, he signalled back. 

Soon they were alongside, and a pair of Siwash deck- 
hands lifted Necia aboard, Doret following after, the 
painter of the Peterborough in his teeth. He dragged 
both canoes out of the boiling tide, and laid them bot- 
tom up on the forward deck, then climbed the narrow 
little stairs to find Necia in the arms of a benignant, 
white-haired priest, the best -beloved man on the 
Yukon, who broke away from the girl to greet the 
Frenchman, his kind face alight with astonishment. 

"What is all this 1 hear? Slowly, Doret, slowly! 
My little girl is talking too furiously for these poor old 
wits to follow. I can't tmderstand; I am amazed. 
What is this tale? 

Together they told him, while his blue eyes now 
opened wide with wonder, now grew soft with pity, 
then blazed with indignation. When they had finished 
he laid his hand upon Doret's shoulder. 

"My son, I thank God for your good body and your 
clean heart. You saved our Necia, and you will be 
rewarded. As to this — this — ^man Runnion, we must 
find him, and he must be sent out of the country; this 
new, clean land of ours is no place for such as he, 
You will be our pilot, Poleon, and guide us to thi 
spot." 

It required some pressure to persuade the French 
man, but at last he consented; and as the afternoon 
drew to a close the little steamboat came squattering 
and wheezing up to the bar where Runnion had built 
his fire that morning, and a long, shrill blast summoned 
him from the point above. When he did not appear 
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the priest took Poleon and his round-faced, silent crew 
of two and went up the bank, but they found no sign 
of the crippled man, only a few rags, a trampled patch 
of brush at the forest's edge, and — ^that was all. The 
springy moss showed no trail; the thicket gave no 
answer to their cries, although they spent an hour 
in a scattered search and soimded the steamboat's 
Trtiistle ^ain and again. 

"He's try for walk it back to camp," said Doret. 
"Mebbe he ain' hurt so much, after all." 

"You must be right," said Father Bamum. "We 
will keep the steamer close to this shore, so that he can 
hail us when we overtake him." 

And so they resumed their toilsome trip ; but mile 
after mile fell behind them, and still no voice came 
from the woods, no figure hailed them. Doret, inscrut- 
able and silent, lounged against the pilot-house smok- 
ing innumerable cigarettes, which he rolled from squares 
of newspaper, his keen eyes apparently scanning every 
foot of their slow way; but when night fell, at last, 
and the bank faded from sight, he tossed the last butt 
overboard, smiled grimly into the darkneas, and went 
below. 
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RUHNIOK FINDS THB 8INGINO PBOPLB 

f'K TO CREEK" LEE came into the tradjng-post on 

J[\l the toUowii^ moming, and found Gale attend- 
ing store as if nothing unusual had occurred. 

"Sayl What's this about you and Stark p I hear 
you had a horrible nm-in, and that you split him up 
the back like a quail." 

"We had B row," admiUad the trader. "It's been 
a long time working out, and last night it came to a 
head." 

"Lord — eef And to think of Ben Stark'a befn' 
Hckedl Why, the whole camp's talkin' about iti 
They say he en^tied two six-shooters at you, but you 
kept a-comin*, and when you did get to him you just 
carved your initials on him like he was a baas-wood 
tree. Say, John, he's a goner, sure." 

"Do you mean he's — passing out?" 

"Oh nol I reckon he'll get well, from what I hear, 
though he won't let nobody come near him except old 
Doc; but he's lost a battle, and that ends him. -Don't 
you savvy? Whenever a killer quits second best, it 
breaks his hoodoo. Why, there's been men laying for 
him these twenty years, from here to the Rio Grande, 
and every feller he ever bested will hear of this and 
begin to grease his holster; then the first shave-tail 
desperado that meets him will spit in his eye, just to 
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make a name for himself. No, sirl He's a ^lent shelL 
He's got to fight all his battles over again, and this 
time the other feller will open the ball. Oh, I've 
seen it happen before. You killed him last night, just 
as sure as if you'd hung up his hide to dry, and lie 
knows it." 

"I'm a peaceable man," said Gale, on the defensive- 
■'I had to- do it." 

' ' I know) I know I There was witnesses — this dress* 
maker at the fort seen it, so I hear." 

The other acquiesced silently. 

"Weill Well! Ben Stark licked! I can't get over 
that. It must 'a' been somethin' powerful strong to 
make you do it, John." It was as close to a question 
as the miner dared come, although he was avid with 
curiosity, and, like the entire town, was in a fret to 
know what lay back of this midnight encotmter, con- 
cerning which the most exa^erated rumors were rife. 
These stories grew the more grotesque and ridiculous 
the loi^r the truth remained hidden, for Stark could 
not be seen, and neither Gale nor Biirrell would speak. 
All that the people knew was that one lay wounded 
to death behind the diunb walls of his cabin, and that 
the other had brought him down. When the old man 
vouchsafed no more than a nod to his question, the 
prospector inquired: 

"Where's Poleon? I've got news for him from the 
creek." 

"I don't know; he's gone." 

"Back soon?" 

" I don't know. Why ?'* 

"His laymen have give up. They've cross-cut his 
ground and the pay ain't there, so they've quit work 
for good." 

rf4 
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*'He drew a blank, eh?" 

"Worse'n that — three of them. The creek is spot- 
teder than a leopard. Runnion's men, for instance, 
are into. It bigger than a house, while Poleon's people 
can't raise a color. I call it tough luck — yes, worse'n 
tot^h: it's hard-bited and pickled. To them as has 
shall it be given, and to them as hasn't shall be took 
even what they 'ain't got, as the poet says. Look at 
Necial She'll be richer than a cream puff. Guess 
m step around and see her." 

"She's gone," said the trader, wearily, turning his 
hazard face from the prospector. 

"Gone! Where?" 

"Up-river with Rutmion. They got her away from 
me last night." 

"SufEerin' snakesi" ejaculated Lee. "So that's 
whyl" Then he added, simply, "Let's go and git her, 
John." 

The trader looked at him queerly. 

"Maybe I won't — on the first boati I'm eatii^ my 
heart out hour by hour waiting — waiting — ^waiting for 
some kind of a craft to come, and so is Burrell." 

"What's he got to do with it?" said the one-eyed 
miner, jealously, "Can't you and me bring her back i" 

"He'll many herl God, won't there never be a 
boat!" 

For the himdredth time that momii^ he went to the 
door of the post and strained his eyes down-stream. 

"Well, well! Them two goin' to be married," said 
Lee. "Stark licked, and Necia goin' to be married — 
all at once. I hate to see it, John; he ain't good 
enough; she could 'a' done a heap better. There's a 
lot of reg'lar men around here, and she could 'a' had 
her pick. Of course, always bein' broke like a d<% my^ 
aSfi 
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self, I 'ain't kept up my personal appearance like 1*4 
CM^ht, but I've got some new clothes now, and you 
wouldn't know me. I bought 'em ofiE a tenderfoot with 
cold feet, but they're the goods, and you'd &ee a big 
improvement in me." 

"He's a good man," said Gale. "Better than you 
or me, and he's all torn up over this. I never saw a 
man act so. When he learned about it I thought he'd 
rgo mad — he's haunted the river-bank ever since, raging 
about for some means of following her, and if I hadn't 
fairly held him he'd have set out single-handed." 

"I'm still strong in the belief that Necia could have 
bettered her hand by stayin' out awhile longer," de- 
clared Lee, stubbornly; "but if she wants a soldier. 
why, we'll get one for her, only I'd rather have got her 
somethin' real good and pronounced in the military 
line — like an agitant^en'ral or a walkin' delegate." 

While they were talking Burrell came in, and "No 
Creek" saw that the night had affected the youth even 
more than it had Gale, or at least he showed the marks 
more plainly, for his face was drawn, his eyes were 
sunken as if from himger, and his whole body seemed 
to have fallen away till his tmiform hung upon him 
loose, unkempt, and careless. It was as it hope had 
been a thing of avoirdupois, and when taken away had 
caused a shrinkage. He bad interrogated Stark again 
after getting the doctor, but the man had only cursed 
at him, declaring that his daughter was out of reach, 
where he would take care to keep her, and torturing 
the lover anew by linking Runnion's name with tha 
girl's till the yoimg man fled from the sound of the 
monster's voice back to his own quarters. He strove 
to keep the image of Runnion out of his mind, for his 
reason coidd not endure it. At iuch times he cried 
3S6 
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aloud, cursing in a way that was utterly strange to a 
God-fearing man, only to break off and rush to the 
other extreme, praying blindly, beseechingly, for the 
girl's safe-keeping. At intervals an unholy impulse 
almost drove him to Stark's cabin to finish the work 
Gale had begun, to do it coldly as a matter of justice, 
for was he not the one who had put Necia into the 
hands of that ruffian? Greeting Lee mechanically, he 
said to Gale: 

"I can't wait much longer," and sank wearily into a 
seat. Almost the next instant he was on his feet again, 
saying to the trader, as he had said it a score of times 
already: "Runnion comes to me. Gale! You under- 
stand he's mine, don't you?" 

The old man nodded. " YesI You can take him." 

"Well, who do / git?" asked Lee. 

"You can't come along," the trader said, "We 
may have to follow the hotmd clean to the States. 
Think of your mine — " • 

"To hell with the mine!" exploded the shaggy pros- 
pector. "I reckon I'm kind of a daddy to your gal, 
and I'm goin' to be in at the finish." 

Back and forth paced the Lieutenant restlessly, 
pausing every now and then to peer down the river. 
Suddenly he uttered a cry, and with a bound Gale was 
beade him, Lee at bis shoulder, 

"Look! Over the pointl Down yonder! I saw 
smoke 1" 

The three stared at the distant forest fringe that 
masked the bend of the river until their eyes ached, 
and the dark-green grew black and wav^^ Indis- 
tinctly. 

"You're tired, my boy," said Gate. 

'■Waitl" 
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They obeyed, and finally over the tree-tops saw a 
faint streamer of black. 

"It is) It isl" cried the soldier. "I'm going for 
my var bag." And before the steamboat bad hove 
into sight he was back with his scanty bundle o£ 
b^gage, behavii^ like one daft, talking and laughing 
and running here and there. Lee watched him closely, 
then went behind the bar and poured out a stiff glass 
of whiskey, which be made Burrell drink. To Gale he 
whispered, a moment later: 

"Keep your eye on him, John — hell go road at this 
rate." 

They waited, it seemed interminably, tmtil at last a 
white hull slowly rounded the point, then shaped a 
course across the current towards the other bank, 
where the water was less swift. As it came fully into 
d^ht. Gale swore aloud in despair: 

"It's the Mission boat!" 

"Well, what of that?" said Burrell. "Well hire 
it — buy it — ^take it!" 

"It's no use; she ain't got but three d<^-power to 
her engines," Lee explained. "She's a down-river boat 
—has to run with the current to move." 

"We can't use her," Gale gave in, reluctantly. *' She'd 
only lose time for us. We've got to wait for one of 
the A. C. boats." 

"Waitl" cried Burrell. "Good GodI we've done 
nothing but wait, wait, wait! Let's do something!" 

"You go back yonder and set down," commanded 
Lee, "We'll have a boat before long." 

The arrival of the tiny Mission steamer was never tA 
sufficient importance to draw a crowd to the river- 
bank, so the impatient men at the post relaxed interest 
in her as she came creeping up abreast of the town. Zt 
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was little Johnny Gale who first saw Necia and Poleon 
on board, for he had recognized Father Bamum's craft 
at a distance, and stationed himself at the bank hand- 
in-hand with Molly to bid the good, kind old man 
welcome. 

The men inside the house did not hear the boy cry- 
ii^ Necia's name, for his voice was small, and they had 
gone to the rear of the store. 

"Understand! You leave Runnion to me," Burrell 
Was saying. "No man shall lay hands on him except 
me — " His voice trailed away; he rose slowly to his 
feet, a strange light on his face. The others turned to 
see what sight had drawn his eyes. In the opening, 
all splendid with the golden sunlight, stood Necia and 
Poleon Doret, who bad her by the hand — and she was 
smiling I 

Gale uttered a great cry and went to meet them, 
but the soldier could move nothing save his lips, and 
stood dazed and disbelieving. He saw them dimly 
coming towards him, and heard Poleon's voice as if at 
a great distance, saw that the Frenchman's eyes were 
upon him, and that his words were directed to him. 

"I bring her back to you, M'sieu'l" 

Doret laid Necia's hand in that of her lover, and 
Burrell saw her smiling shyly up at him. Something 
gripped him chokingly, and he could utter no soimd. 
There waa nothing to say — she was here, safe, smilii^, 
that was all. And the girl, beholding the glory in bis 
eyes, understood. 

Gale caught her away from him then, and buried hei 
in his arms. 

A woman came running into the store, and, seeing 

the group, paused at the door — a shapeless, silent, 

■bawled figure in silhouette against the day. The 
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trader bnnight the girl to her foster-mother, who begaa 
to talk in her own tongue with a rapidity none of them 
had ever heard before, her voice as tender as some wild 
bird's song; then the two women went away together 
around the store into the house. Poleon had told 
Necia all the amazing story that had come to him that 
direful night, all that he had overheard, all that he 
ksew, and much that he guessed. 

The priest came into the store shortly, and the mea 
fdl upon him for information, for nothing was to be 
gained £rom Poleon, who seemed strangely figged and 
weary, and who had said but little. 

"Yes, yes, yes!" laughed Father Bamum. "I'll tell 
you all I know, of course, but first I must meet Lieu- ' 
tenant Bturell and take him by the hand." 

The story did not lose in his tellit^, particularly 
when he came to describe the fight on the gravel bar 
which no man had seen, and of which Poleon had told 
himlittle; but the good priest was ofamilitanttum.and 
bis blue eyes glittered and flashed like an old crusader's. 

"It was a wondrous ccnnbat," he declared, with all 
the spirit of a spectator, "for Poleon advanced bare- 
handed and beat him down even as the man fired into 
bis face. It is due to the goodness and mercy of God 
that he was spared a single wound from this desperado 
— a miracle vouchsafed because of his clean heart and 
bis righteous cause." 

" But where is Runnion ?" broke in Burrell. 

"Nursing his injuries at some wood-cutter's camp, 
■o doubt; but God be praised for that double spirit 
of generosity and forgiveness which prompted our 
Poleon to ^are the wretch. No finer thing have I 
known in all my life, Doret, even though you havo 
ever been an ungodly fellow." 
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The Prenchman moved uneasiiy. 

"Wal, I don' know; he ain' fight bo dam' hard." 

"You couldn't find no trace of him ?" Baid Lee. 

"No trace whatever," Father Bamum replied; "but 
lie will surely reach some place of refuge where we can 
pick him up, for the days are still mild and the woods 
full of berries, and, as you know, the streams overflow 
with salmon, which he can kill with a stick. Why, 
a man might live a fortnight without inconveniencel" 

" 111 be on the lookout for him," said the Lieutenant) 
grimly. "To-night 111 send Thomas and a couple of 
men down the river." 

When the voluble old priest had at last ezhatisted 
his narrative he requested of Burrell the privilege of 
a few words, and drew him apart from the others. His 
face was shrewdly wrinkled and warm with under- 
standing. 

" I had a long conversation with my little girl, for she 
is like a daughter to me, and I discovered the depth of 
her love for you. Do you think you are worthy of 
her?" 

"No." 

"Do you love her as much as you should?" 

"As much as I can. They don't make words or 
numbers big enough to tell you how dear she is to me." 

"Then why delay? To-morrow I leave again, and 
one never knows what a day may bring forth." 

"But Stark?" the young man cried. "He's her 
father, you know; he's like a madman, and she's still 
under age." 

"I know very little of law outside of the Church," 

the Father observed, "but, as I imderstand it, if she 

marries before be forbids her, the law will hold htm 

powerless. Now, he has never made himitelt known to 

991 



jbyGoOQic 



THB BAKRIBR 

lier, be has never forbidden lier anything; andalthougli 
my conclusion may not be correct, 1 belieire it is, and 
you have a chance if yoa make baste. At your age. 
my boy, I never needed a spiu"." 

"A spurf Good LordI I'm from Kentucky." 

"Once she is yours before God, your hold will bo 
stronger in the eyes of men. If I am 1n^3ag, and ha 
takes her from you — ^well, may some other priest re- 
wed you two — I sha'n'tl" 

" Don't worry," laughed Burrell, ablaze at the 
thought. "You're the only preacher wholl kiss my 
bride, for I'm a jealous man, and all the Starks and 
all the fathers in the world won't get her away from 
me. Do you think she'll do it?" 

"A woman tn love will do anything." 

Burrell seized the little man by the band. **If I bad 
known more law you needn't have given me this hint." 

"I must go now to this Stark," said the Father; 
''he may need me. But first I shall talk with Necia, 
Poor cUld, she is in a difficult position, standing be- 
tween the love of John Gale and the loyalty she owea 
her father. I — I fear I cannot counsel her as well as 
I ought, for I am very weak and human. You had 
better come with me; perhaps the plea of a lover may 
have more weight than the voice of reason." As they 
Etarted towards the house, he continued, energetically: 
"Young man, I'm beginning to live once more. Do 
you know, sometimes I think I was not designed for 
this vocation, and, just between you and me, there was 
a day when — " He paused and coughed a trifle, thea 
said, sharply, "Well, what are you waiting for?" 

Together they went into the trader's house. 

Back in the store there was silence aiter the priest 
and the soldier went out, which Gale broke at last: 
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''This forgiveness talk is all right, I suppose — but 
/ watU RunnionP' 

"Well git him, too," growled Lee, at whidi Poleoa 
uttered a curt exclamation: 

"Not" 

"Why not ?" said the miner. 

"Wal," the Canadian drawled, slowly, then paused 
to light the cigarette he had rolled in a bit of wrapping- 
paper, inhaled the smoke deeply to the bottom of his 
lungs, held it there a moment, and blew it out through 
mouth and nostrite before adding, "youll jus' be 
wastin'tam'I" 

Gale looked up from beneath tus thatch of brow, and 
asked, quietly: 

"Why?" 

"You 'member — story I tol' you wan day, two, t*ree 
mont* 9^," Polecn remarked, with apparent evasion, 
"*bout Johnny Piatt w'at I ketch on de Porcupine all 
«t up by skeeter-bi^ ?'* 

"I do," answered Gale. 

"Wal," — -he met their eyes squarely, then drew 
another long breath from his cigarette — "I'm jus' 
hopin' nobody don* pick it up dis Runnion feller de 
same way. Mebbe dey fin' bees ban's tie' behin' 'im 
wit* piece of hees shirt — " 

"Good GodI" cried the trader, startii^ to his feet. 
"You — ^you — " 

" — 01 course, I'm jus' s'posin'. He was feel purty 
good w'en I lef '. He was feel so good I tak' hees coat for 
keepin' oEE dem bugs from me, biccause I lef it my 
own shirt on de canoe. He's nice feller dat way; he 
give up easy. Ba gosh! I never see worse place for 
skeetersi" 

Gale fell silent, and "No Creek" Lee began to swear 
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!■ little, uselen, lne£Eective oaths, which trere but tm 
ways of showing sEmilar emotions. Then the fonnef 
stepped up and laid a big hand upon Poleon'g shoulder. 
"That saves ua quite a trip," he said, but "No 
Creelc" Lee continued to swear softly. 

It seemed that Foleon's wish was to be gratified, 
for no news of the missing man came through in the 
days that followed. Only at a fishing village far down 
the river, where a few native families bad staked their 
nets and weirs for Balmon, a himter told a strata tale 
to his brothers — a tale of the white man's idiosyncra^es. 
In sooth, they were a strange people, he observed, sur- 
passing wise in many things, yet ignorant and childish 
in all others, else why should a half-naked man go 
wandering idly through the thickets holding a knotted 
rag behind his back, and that when the glades wer« 
dense and the moss-chinks filled with the singing peo* 
pie who lived for blood? The elders of the villag* 
aodded their heads sagely, and commended the himter 
for holding aloof from the inert body, for the foolish- 
ness of this man was past belief, and — ^well, bis people 
were swift and cruel in their vengeance, and sometimes 
doubted an Indian's word, wherefore it were best to 
pay no heed to their ways and say nothing. But th^ 
continued to wonder why. 

Father Bamum found the three still talldr; in the 
store when he had finished an hour's counsel with 
Necia, so came straight to the point. It was work that 
delighted his soul, for he loved the girl, and had formed 
a strong admiration for Burrell. Two of them took 
his announcement quietly, the other cried out strcnw* 
ous objections. It was the one-eyed miner. 
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"Right awayl Not on your lifel It's too onexu 
pected. You've got to hold 'em apart for an hour, any* 
how, till I get dressed." He slid down from his seat 
upon the counter. "What do you reckon I got all 
them clothes for?" 

"Come as you are," iirged the Father, but Lee fought 
his point desperately. 

"I'll bust it up if you don't gimme time. What's aa 
hour or two when they've got a life sentence comin' to 
'em. Dammit, you jest ought to see them clothesl" 
And by very force of his vociferations he succeeded in 
exacting the promise of a brief stay in the proceedings 
before he bolted out, the rags of his yellow macldnaw 
flapping excitedly. 

The priest returned to Necia, leaving the trader and 
Poleon alone. 

"I s'pose it's best," said the former. 

"Yes!" 

"Beats the deuce, though, how things work out, 
don't it?" 

"I'm glad for see dis day," said tht Frenchman. 
"He's good man, an' he ain' never goin' to hurt her 
none." He paused. "Dere's jus' wan t'ing I want for 
ask it of you, John — you 'member dat day we stop on 
de birch grove, an* you spik "bout her an' tol' me dose 
story Isout her moder? Wal, Iwasdreamin'dattam'.so 
I'm goin' ask it you now don' never tell her w'at I said." 

"Doesn't she know, my boy?" 

"No; I ain' never spoke *bout love. She t'inks 
I'm broder wit' her, an* — dat's w'at I am, ba Garl" 
He could not hold his voice even — it broke with him; 
but he avoided the old man's gaze. Gale took him by 
tite shoulders. 

''There ain't nothing so cruel ia the world as a gentto 
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mnun," aaid he; "but she wouldn't hurt you for all 
the world, Poleon; only the blaze of this other thing 
has blinded her. She can't see nothing for the light o^ 
this ner love of beis." 

"I knowl Dat's w'y — nobody onderstui's but you 
an' me — " 

Gale looked out through the open door, past the sun- 
Bt river vhich came from a land of mysteiy and van* 
ished into a valley of forgetfulness, past the forest and 
the hills, in his deep-set eyes the light of a wondrous 
love that had lived with him these many weaiy yeais, 
and said: 

"Nobody else can understand but me — -I know boW 
It is. I had even a harder thing to bear, for youll 
know she's happy at least, while I — " His voice 
trembled, but, after a pause, he continued: "They 
neither of them tmderstand what you've done for them, 
for it was you that brought her back; but some time 
they'll learn how great their debt is and thank you. 
It 11 take them years ^id years, however, and when 
they do they'll tell their babes of you, Poleon, so that 
your name will never die. I loved her mother, but t 
don't think I could have done what you did." 

"She's purty hard t'ing, for sure, but I ain' t'ink 
Trout Poleon Doret none w'en I'm doin' it. No, I'm 
t'ink "bout her all detam'. She's liTgal.an'I'm beeg, 
strong feller w'at don' matter much an' w'at ain' know 
much — 'cept singin', an' lovin' her. I'm see for sure 
now dat I ain' fit for her — I'm beeg, rough, fightin' 
feller w'at can't read, an' she's de beam of sunlight 
w'at blin' my eyes." 

"If I was a fool I'd say you'd forget in time, but 
I've lived my life in the open, and I know you woa*t( 
I didn't." 
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"I doa* want to forget," the brown man cried, hur- 
liedly. "Le bon Dieu would not let me forget — it's 
all I've got to Ireep wit' me w'en I'm looldn' for my 
' New Countree.' "' 

"You're not goin' to look for that 'New Country' 
any more," Gale replied. 

"To-day," said the other, quietly. 

"No." 

"To-dayl Dis afiemoonl De blood in me is callin' 
for travel, John. I'm livin' here on dis place five 
year dis fall, an' dat's loi^ tam' for voyageur. I'm 
hongry for hear de axe in de woods an' de moose blow 
at sundown. I want for see the camp-fire t'rough de 
brush w'en I come from trap de fox an' dem little wild 
fellers. I want to smell smoke in de dusk. My work 
she's finish here, so I'm paddle away to-day, an' I'll 
fin' dat place dis tam', for sure — she's over dere." He 
raised his long arm and pointed to the dim mountains 
that hid the valley of the Koyukuk, the valley that 
called good men and stroi^, year after year, and took 
them to itself, while in his face the trader saw the hun- 
ger of his race, the unslaked longing for the wilder- 
ness, the driving desire that led them ever North and 
West, and, seeing it, he knew the man woidd go. 

"Have you heard the news from the creeks?" 

"No." 

"Your claims are blanks; yotir men have quit." 

The Frenchman shook his head sadly, then smiled — 
a wistful little smile. 

"Wal, it's better I lose dan you — or Necia; I ain* 
de lucky kin', dat's all; an', affer all, w'at good to me 
is riche gol'-mine? I ain' got no use for money — any 

They stood in the doorway together, two rugged, 
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•talirart figures, different in blood and birth and eveiy 
other thing, yet brothers withal, whom the ebb and 
flow of the far places had thrown together and now 
drew apart again. And they were sad, these two, for 
their love was deeper than comes to other people, and 
they knew this was farewell; so they remained thus 
side by side, two dumb, sorrowful men, until they were 
addressed by a person who hurried &om the town. 

He came as an apparition bearing the voice of "No 
Creek" Lee, the mining king, but in no other way 
showii^ sign or symbol of their old friend. Its style 
of face and curious outfit were utterly foreign to the 
miner, for he had been bearded with the robust, un- 
kempt growth of many years, tanned to a leathery &ue, 
and garbed perennially in the habit of a scarecrow, while 
this creature was shaved and clipped and curried, and 
the clothes it stood up in were of many startlii^ hues. 
Its face was scraped bo clean of whiskers as to be a 
pallid white, but lack of adornment ended at this 
point and the rest was overladen woodrously, while 
from the centre of the half-brown, half-white face the 
long, red nose of Lee ran out. Beside it rolled his lone- 
some eye, alive with excitement. 

He come up with a strut, illumining the landscape, 
end inquired: 

"Well, how do I look?" 

"I'm darned if I know," said Gale. "But It's phtmb 
inusual." 

"These here shoes leak," said the spectacle, pulling 
up his baggy trousers to display his tan footgear, "be- 
cause they was made for diy goin' — that's why they 
left the ttqts off; but they've got a nice, healthy color, 
ain't tbeyF As a whole, it seems to me I'm sort o£ 
nifty." He revolved slowly before their adtuiriog 
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gaze, and while to one versed in the manners of the 
Far East it would have been evident that the original 
owner of these clothes had come from somewhere 
beyond the Susquehanna, and had either been a foot- 
ball player or had travelled with a glee club, to these 
three Northmen it seemed merely that here was the 
modish echo of a distant civilization. 

" Wat's de matter on your face?" said Poleon. "Yon 
been ^htin'?" 

"I ain't shaved in a long time, and this here excite- 
ment has kind of shattered my nerves. I didn't have 
no looldn'-glass, neither, in my shack, so I had to use 
a lard-can cover. Does it look bad?" 

"Not to my way of thinkin'," said Gale, allaying 
"No Creek's" anxiety. "It's more desp'rate than 
bad, but it sort of adds e]q>resston." At which the 
miner's pride burst bounds. 

"I'll kindly ask you to note the shirt — ^ten dollars a 
copy, that's alll I got it from the tittle Jew down yon. 
der. See them red spear-heads on the boosum ? ' Flower 
dee Lizzies,' which means ' calla lilies ' in French. Every 
one of 'em cost me four bits. On the level — how am I ?" 

" I never see no harness jus' lak it mese'f 1" exclaimed 
Doret. "You look good 'noiigh for tin-hom gambler. 
Say, don' you wear no necktie wit' dem kin' of clothes ?" 

"No, sir! Not me. I'm a rude, rough miner, and I 
dress the part. Low-cut, blushin' shoes and straw hats 
I can stand for, likewise collars — ^they go hand-in-hand 
with pay-streaks; but a necktie ain't neither wore for 
warmth nor protection; it's a pomp and a vanity, and 
I'm a plain man without conceit. Now, let's proceed 
with the obsequies." 

It was a very simple, tmpretentious ceremony that 

took place inside the long, low house of logs, and yet 
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h was ■ wonderfo] thing to the daric riiy nuid nhff 
hearlcened » breathlessly beside the man sbe had 
nt^led out — the clean-cut man in uniform, who stood 
80 straight and tall, making response in a voice that 
had neither fear nor weakness in it. When they had 
done he turned and took her reverently in his arms 
and kissed her before them all; then she went and 
stood beside Gale and the red wife who was no wife, 
and said, simply: 

"1 am very happy." 

The old man stooped, and for the fi'^t time in her 
memory pressed his lips to hers, then went out into 
the sunlight, where he might be alone witb himself and 
the memory of that other Merridy. the woman who, to 
him, was more than all tbe women of the world; the 
woman who, each day and night, came to him, and 
witb whom he had kept faith. The burden she ba4 
laid upon him had been heavy, but he had borne it long 
and uncomplainmgly ; and now be was very glad, for 
he had kept bis covenant. 

The first word of the wedding was borne by Father 
Bamtim, who went alone to the cabin where the gtrl'i 
father lay.enteringwith trepidatioui for, in spite (^ the 
pleas of justice and humanity, this stony-hearted, 
amply bated man had certain rights which be might 
^oose to enforce; hence, the good priest feared for tho 
peace of his little charge, and approached the stricken 
aian with apprehension. He was tbere a long time 
alone with Stark, and when he returned to Gale's house 
be would answer no questions. 

"He is a strange man — a wonderfully strange man: 
unrepentant and wicked; but 1 can't tell you what be 
Mid. Have a little patience and you will soon know." 

The mail boat, wtticb bad arrived an boui after Hm 
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Uissloo boat, was ready to continue its run when, Juat 
u it blev 8 warning blast, down the street of the camp 
came a procession bo strange for this land that men 
■topped, eyed it curiously, and whispered among them- 
■elves. It was a blanketed man upon a stretcher, car- 
ried by a doctor and a priest. The face was muffled ao 
that the idlers could not make it out; and when they 
inquired, they received no answer from the carrieis, 
who pursued their course impassively down the run- 
way to the water's edge and up the gai^-plank to tbe 
dedc When the boat had gone, and the last taint 
cough of its towering stacks bad died away, Father 
Bamum turned to his friends: 

"He has gone away, not for a day, but for all time. 
He is a strange man, and some things he said I could 
aot undrrstand. At first I feared greatly, for when 
I told him what had occurred — of Necia's return and 
«f her marriage — ^he became so enraged I thought ha 
would burst open his wounds and die from his very 
fury; but I talked a long, long time with him, and 
gradually I came to know somewhat of his queer, dis> 
ordered soul. He could not bring himself to face d> 
feat in the eyes d men, or to see the knowledge of it 
In thdr bearing ; therefore, he fled. He told me that he 
would be a bunted animal all his life; that the news 
of bis whipping would travel ahead of him; and that 
Um enemies would search bim out to take advantage 
of bim. This I could not grasp, but it seemed a Ids 
thing in bis eyes — so big that he wept. He said the 
only decent thing he could or would do was to leave 
tbe daughter he had never known to that happiness 
he bad uever experienced, and wished me to tdl ber 
that she was very much like ber mother, who was tbt 
best woman ia tbe world." 
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TBB CAU. OP THB ORBAD* 

THERE was mii^lecl rejoicii^ and lamentttioa In 
the bousebold of John Gale this aftemoon. Ucdly 
aod Johnny Trere in the throes of an overwhehmng 
Borrow, the noise of which might be beard from the 
harracks to the Indian viU^e. They were q)anng of 
tears as a rule, but when they did give way to woe 
they published it abroad, yellii^ with utter abandon, 
their black eyes puckered up, their mouths distended 
Into squares, from which came such a measure of sound 
as to rack the ears and burden the air heavily with 
sadness. Poleon was going away! Their own partic- 
ular Poleonl Somethi:^ was badly askew in the gen- 
eral scheme of afEurs to permit of such a thing, and 
they manifested their grief so loudly that Biurell, 
who knew nothing of Doret's intention, soi^ht them 
out and tried to ascertain the cause of it. They had 
found the French-Canadian at the river with their 
father, loading his canoe, and they had asked him 
whither he fared. When the meaning of his words 
struck home they looked at each other in dismay, then, 
bred as they were to mask emotion, they joined hands 
and trudged silently back up the bank with filling eyes 
and chins a-quiver until they gained the rear of the 
bouse. Here they sat down all forlorn, end b^an ta 
weep bitterly and in an ascending crescendo. 
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''What's the mattei with you tikes, anyhowF" ia- 
qtdted the Lieutenant. He htid always filled tbem 
with a speediless awe, and at his unexpected appear* 
ance they began the slow and painful process of swat- 
lowing their grief. He was a nice man, they had both 
agreed long ago, and very splendid to the eye, but he 
was nothii^ tike Poleon, who was one of ^em, only 
somewhat bi^er. 

"Come, now! Tell me all about it," the soldier in- 
sisted. "Has something happened to the three-leggefi 
puppy?" 

Molly dented the occurrence of any such cata^- 
tn^be. 

"Then you've lost the little shiny rifie that shoots 
with air?" But Johnny dispelled this horrible sus- 
picion by drawing the formidable weapon out of the 
grass behind him. 

"Well, there isn't anything else bad enough to cause 
all this outlay of ai^uish. Can't I help you out?" 

"PoleonI" they wailed, in unison. 

"Exactly! '^lat about him?" 

"He's goin' away!" said Johnny. 

"He's goin' away I" echoed Molly. 

"Now, that's too bad, of course," the young man 
assented; "but think what nice things he'U bring you 
i^en he comes back." 

"He ain't comin' back!" announced the heir, with 
the tone that conveys a sorrow unspeakable. 

"He ain't comin' back!" wailed the little girl, and, 
being a woman, yielded again to her weakness, im- 
ashamed. 

Burrell tried to extract a more detailed explanation, 

but this was as far as their knowledge ran. So ha 

loaght out the Canadian, and found him with Gal» fa 
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tbe store, a scanty pile of food and ammumtloa oa tlw 
OOunter between them, 

"Poleon," said he, "you're not going away?" 

"Yes," said Doret. "I'm takin' UT trip.*" 

"But when are you comir^ back?" 

The man shru^ed his shoulders. 

"Dat's hard t'ing for telliii', I'm resless in n^ 
heart, so I'm goin' travel some. I ain' never pass oa 
de back trail yet, so I 'spect I beep goin*." 

"Oh, but you can't!" cried Burrell. "I — I — " He 
paused awkwardly, while down the breeze came tbe 
lament of the two little Gales. "Well, I feel just as 
they do." He motioned in the direction of the sound. 
"I wanted you fora friend,Doret; I hate to lose you." 

"I ain* never got my satisfy yet, so I'm pass on-— 
all de tarn' pass on. Mebbe dis trip I fin' de place." 

"I'm sorry — because — ^well, I'm a selfish sort of cusa 
— and — " Burrell pulled up blushingly, with a strong 
man's display of shame at his own emotion. "I owe 
all my happiness to you, old man. I can't thank you 
— neither ot us can— we shall never live loi^ enough 
for that, but you mustn't go without knowing that J 
feel more than I'll ever have words to say." 

He was making it very hard for the Frenchman, 
whose heart was aching already with a dull, imending 
pain. Poleon had hoped to get away quietly; his heart 
was too heavy to let him face Necia or thi? man, and 
run the risk of their reading his secret, so a plaintive 
wrinkle gathered between his eyes that grew into a 
smile. And then, as if he were not tried Euf&ciently* 
the girl herself came flying in, 

"What's this I hear?" she cried. " Alluna tells me — " 
She saw the telltale pile on the counter, and her fact 
grew whitp "Then it's truel Oh, Poleonl" 
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Be smiled, and spoke cheerily. "Yea, I been t'inkiif 
"bout dis trip long tam*." 

"When are you coming back?** 

"Wai, it I fin' dat new place w*at I'm looldn' for 
I don' never come back. You people was good frien" 
tome, but I'm kin* of shif less feller, you know. Mebbe 
I forget all *bout Flambeau, an' stop on my ' New 
Countree ' — ^you never can tol* w'at dose Franchemans 
goin* do," 

"It's the wander-lust," murmured Burrell to him- 
self; "hell never rest." 

"What a child you aref cried Necia, half angrily. 
"Can't you conquer that roving spirit and settle down 
like a man 7" She laid her band on his arm appealtngly. 
"Haven't I told you there isn't any 'far country'? 
Haven't I told you that this path leads only to hard- 
ship and suffering and danger? The land you are 
looking for is there " — she touched his breast — "so why 
don't you stay in Flambeau and let us hejp you to 
find it?" 

He was deeply grateful for her blindness, and yet it 
hurt him so that bis great heart was nigh to bursting. 
Why couldn't she see the endless, hopeless yearning 
that consumed him, and know that if he stayed in sight 
and touch of her it would be like a living death? Per. 
haps, then, she would have given over urging him to do 
what he longed to do, and let him go on that search 
he knew was hopeless, and in which he bad no joy. 
But she did not see; she would never see. He laughed 
aloud, for all the world as if the sun were bright and 
the fret for adventure were still keen in him, then, pick- 
ing up his bundle, said: 

"I)ere'B no use argue wit* Canayen man. Mebbe 

•ome day I come paddle back roun* de beo' dowa 
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yonder, an* you hear me sjngin' dose chanson: but now 
de day she's too fine, de river she's lau^h too loud, an* 
de birds she's sing too purty for Francheman to stop 
tm shore. Ba gosh, I'm gladi" He began to himi, 
and they heard him singii^ all the way down to the 
river-b^ik, as if the spirit of Youth and Hope an4 
Gladness were not dead within him. 

"CkanU, ross^nol, ckanUf 

Tot qui d le coeur gat; 

Tu as le coeur d rir* 

Mai f r ai-td pleurer, 

II y d longtemps que f faim* 
Jamais je tu t'ouhUerai."^ 

A moment later they heard him exposttdating with 

some one at the water's edge, and then a child's treble 

rose on high. 

"No, no! I'm goin', tool I'm goin*, too-o-o-o — " 

"Heyl John Galel" called Poleon. "Come'erel Ba 

gosh! You better horry, tool I can't hoi' dis feller 

1<M^." 

When they appeared on the bank above him, he 
continued, "Look 'ere w'at I fin' on my batteau," 
and held up the wriggling form of Johnny Gale. "He's 
stow hisse'f away onder dem blanket. Sacral He's 
bad feller, dis man — don' pay for hees ticket at all; he's 
leg'lar tofl mug." 

" I want to go 'longt" yelled the incorrigible stow- 

'"Sing, little bird, oh, ^ng awayl 

You with the voice so light and gayl 
Votu? is a heart that laughter cheery 
Mine is a heart that's full of tears. 

Long have I loved, I love, her yet; 
Leave her I can, but not forget." 
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ftway. He tiad brought his gun with turn, and tUa 
weapon, peeping forth from under Poleon's blanket, 
had betrayed him. *' I want to go 'long t" shrieked ths 
littte man. " I like you best of all I" At which Doret 
took him in his arms and hugged him fiercely. 

"Wal, I guess you don' t'ink Tjout dem beeg black 
bear at night, eh?" But this only awoke a keener 
distress in the junior Gale. 

-'Oh, maybe de bear will get you. Poleont Let me 
go long, and I'll keep dem oS. Two men ta better dan 
one — ^please, Poleon]'* 

It took the efforts of Necia and the trader comUned 
to tear the lad from the Frenchman, and even then the 
foul deed was accomplished only at the cost of such 
wild acclaim and evidence of tmdyii^ sorrow that lit- 
tle Molly came hmrying from the bouse, her round face 
stained and tearful, her mouth an inverted crescent. 
She had gone to the lame puppy for comfort, and now 
strangled him absent-mindedly in her arms, clutching 
him to her breast so tightly that his tongue lolled out 
and his three legs protruded stiffly, pawing an aimless 
pantomime. When Johnny found that no hope re- 
mained, he quelled his demonstrations of emotion and, 
as befitted a stout-hearted gentleman of the woods, 
bore a final present to his friend. He took the little 
air-gun and gave it into Poleon's hands against that 
black night when the bears would come, and no man 
ever made a greater sacrifice. Doret picked him up 
by the elbows and kissed him again and again, then 
set him down gently, at which Molly scrambled for- 
ward, and without word or presentation speech gave 
him her heart's first treasiure. She held out the three- 
l^rged puppy, for a gun and a dog should ei-er go to- 
fether; then, beii^ of the womankind aforesaid, she 
307 



jbyGoogIc 



THB BAKEIfiM 

bc^an to cry as she Idssed her pet good-bye oa iU 

ocdd, wet nose. 

-'Wat's dis?" said Poleon, and his voice quavered. 
£or these childish fingers tore at his heart-strings tei^ 
ribiy. 

''He's a very brave dc^igie," said the little giil 
f'He will scare de bears awayl" And then she became 
dissolved in tears at the anguish her offering cost her. 

Doret caressed her as be bad her brother, then 
placed the puppy carefully upon the blankets in the 
canoe, where it wagged a grateful and amiable stump 
at him and regained its breath. It was the highest 
proof of Molly's aSection for her Poleon that she kept 
her tear-dimmed eyes fixed upon the dog as long as it 
was visible. 

The time had come for the last good-bye — ^that awk* 
ward moment when human hearts are full and spoken 
words are empty. Burrell gripped the Frenchman'! 
liand. He was grateful, but he did not know. 

"Good-luck and better hunting!" he said. "A 
heavy purse and a light heart for you always, Poleon. 
I have learned to love you." 

"I want you to be good husban*, M'sieu*. Dat's dt 
bes* t'ing I can wish for you," 

Gale spoke to him in patois, and all he said was: 

"May you not forget, my son," 

They (Ud not look into each other's eyes; there waa 
no need. The old man stooped, and, taking both hit 
children by the hand, walked slowly towards the house. 

" Dis tarn' I'll fin' it for sure," smiled Poleon to Necia. 

Her eyes were shining through the tears, and sha 
Vhispered, fervently: 

-'I hope so, brother. God love you — always." 

tt was grief at losing a playmate, a dear and well* 
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beloved ccunpanion. He knew it well, and he was ^ad 
MOW that he had never said a word of love to her, 5t 
added to his pain, but it lightened hers, and that had 
ever been his wish. He gazed on her for a long mo- 
ment, taldng in that blessed image which would ever 
live with him — in his eyes was the tight of a love a» 
pure and clean as ever any maid had seen, and in hit 
heart a sorrow that would never cease, 

"Good-bye, liT gal," he said, then dropped her 
hand and entered bis canoe. With one great stroke he 
drove it out and into the flood, then headed away tow- 
ards the mists and colors of the distant hills, where 
the Oreads were calling to him. He turned for one 
last look, and Sung his paddle high; then, fearing lest 
they might see the tears that came at last unhindered, 
he b^aa to sing: 

**Chattt4, rosngitol, dianUt 
Tot qui A U contr gai; 
Tu as U comtr d rirt 
Mai f P oi-t-A pUurtr. 

He sang long and lustily. Keeping time to the dip 
of his flashing paddle ana detyii^ his bursting heart. 
After alt, was he not a voyageur, and life but a song 
and a tear, and then a dreajn or two i 

"I wish I might have known him better," sighed 
Ueade Burrell, as he watched the receding form of the 
boatman. 

"You would have loved him as we do," said Nedae 
''and you would have missed him as we will." 

*'I hope some time he will be happy." 

''As happy as you, my soldier?" 
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•^Yes; but tbat he can never be," said her husband; 
*1ar no man could love as I love you." 

" Yours is a heart thai laughter cheers, 
iditu is a heart that's fttU of tears. 
Long have 1 loved, I love her yet; 
Leave her I can, but not forget—" 

Qtme the vmce of the sit^r far down the stream. 
Asd thia PoUoo of the Great Heart went away. 
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The greatest pleasure in life is 
that of reading. Why not then 
own the books of great novelists 
when the price is so small 



C Of all the amusements which can possibly 
be manned for a hard-working man, after 
his datly toil, or; in i&s intervals, there is 
nothing like reading an entertaining book. 
It calls for no bodily exertion. It transports 
him into a livelier, and gayer, and more di- 
versified and interesting scene, and while he 
enjoys himself there he may forget the ezfils 
of the present moment. Nay, it accompanies 
him to his next day's work, and gives him 
something to think of besides the m^re 
mechanical drudgery of his every-day occu- 
pation — something he can enjoy while absent, 
and took forward with pleasure to return to. 

Ask your dealer for a list of the titles 
in Burfs Popular Priced Fiction 



In buying the booh bearing the 
A. L. Burt Company imprint 
you are assured of wholesome, en- 
tertaining and instructive reading ■ 
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TdtoeaA PmdlM, Th& Robert W. Senioe, (Photopfa^ BiL>. 

PortygMk llie^ joieph C Lincolil, 

Ponwdoo. OUve Vft.6»ley. 

PoMtnuter, The, Joseph C Uncoln. 

Pnbia ChOd, Thei Arthur Stringer. 

Frtiria Flowen. James B. Hetidryj:, 

Fnfrio Hotlicr, Tho. Arthur Stringer. 

Pnfrta Wife. The. Arthur Stringer. 

Pretender, The^ Robert W. Service. 

Prince of Sinncra. A. £. Phillips Oppenhdm. 

Ptodigal Dughten, The. Joseph Hocking. (Photopbur S4.}'. 

Prodigal Son. Hall Caine. (PfaotopUy Ed.}. 

ftofiteeit. Thai E. Fhillipi Oppenhelm. 

Pnxnla«, The. J. B. Hendryx. 

Public Sqnar*, Hie. Will Levtngton Comfort 

Poilde Huh, Thei Louise Jordan Uiln. 

Purple Pearl, The^ Anthony Pryde. 

Qncnudoi. William West Winter. 

Qneat of Ak Swred SIi;4>er, The. Sax RofameA 

QidU'* Window. George Ban- McCutcbeon. 

Sainbow*a End, The^ Rex Beach. 

Rainbow Vall<7. L. U. Montgomery. 

** ihacUe Hooaei Hnlbert Footner. 

Ii It die V/ttlnaaa, Tb& B. H. Bowet; , 
'ling for Sylvia. Harold Bindloaf. 
Kangy Pete. Guy Morton. 
Ranberrr Jam. Carolyn Wella. 
Reclaimen^ The. Margaret Hill McGirtef, 
Ke-Cnation of Brian Kent, Tha. Harold Bell Wrlgbt, 
Red and Black. Grace S. Richmond. 
Red PeK>cr Bnma. Grace 5. Richmond. 
Red Pepper'a Patieitte. Grace S. Richmonda 
Red Seal, The. Natalie Sumner Lincoln. 
Readies Sex, Th& Robert W. Cbanbers. 
Return of Dr. Fu-Manchu. Tb«^ Sax Rohmer. 
Retnra of Frank Clamart, The. Henry C. Rowland. 
Return ot Tarsan The; Edgar Rtce Btirrangbs. 
Riddle of Ae Frozen Flame The, M. £. and T. W. Hansbew. 
Riddle Of tiie Hyatetioos Lis^t Tbe. M. £. end T. W. 

Hansbew. 
Riddle of tile Pwple Bnveror The, U. E. end T. W. 

Hanshew. 
Kddle of tiie Sphming Wheal, The. JUL E. and T. W. 

Hanihew, 
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Kder o( Um Ooldea Bar. The. WillUm Fattenon WUte. 

Eider of the King Loc. Tbe. Holman Dar. 

Rider o* ttie Stars. R. J. Horton. 

Bidcn of the SQencet. John Frederick, 

KSla of Inglealde^ K M. MontsomeiT. 

Kimrock TrUL J. Allan Dunn. 

Rlae of RoKoe Paine^ Tha. Joseph C LIocoIlL 

River Trail, The. Laurie Y. Erskine. 

RoMo, Frances Hodgnn BumetL 

Rocka <rf Valpre, The. Ethel M. DelL 

Roguei of die Nordi. Albert M. Treynor. 

Rylance of a Million Dollar^ Tbn. EUzabetH Dejeani. 

Ron Hmidi. Ethel M. DelL 

Rose of SanU Fe, The. Edwin I. Sabin. 

Roand flie Cocner in G«7 Street. Grace S. RichmeniL 

Rovnd-Up, The. Oscar J. Friend. 

Rang Ho) Talbot Mundy. 

Rustler cf Wind River, The^ G. W. Osden. 

St Elma (lit. Ed.) Augnsta 7. Evans, 

Sand. Olive Wadaley. 

Scariet Iris. The. Vance Thompson. 

Scatterffood Balnea. Clarence Budinglon Kelltnd. 

Second Vi^in, The. Grace S. Richmond. 

Secret Power, Th& Marie Corelli. 

Self-Kaiaed. (111). Mrs. SouthwortH. 

SetUing of the Sage. Hal G. Evarta. 

Seven Affea dE Woman, The. Compton Mackenzie. 

Seven Darling*. Th& Gouverneur Morris. 

Seventii Man, The. Max Brand. 

Shadow of the Eaat, The. £. M. Hull (Photopl^ EdJ. 

Shadow on the Glass, The. Charles J. Button. 

Shavli^B. Joseph C. Lincoln. 

Shdk, The. E. M. Hull. 

Sheila of Big Wreck Cov& James H. Cooper. 

Shepherd of tlie HiUa, The. Harold Bell Wrif^t 

Shepherda of tiie WHd. Edtson Marshall. 

Sheriff of Drke Hole^ The. Ridgwell CuUura. 

Sherry. George Ban McCutcheon. 

Shoe-Bar Stratton. Joseph B. Ames. 

Sl^t Unseen, and The ConfeaaloiL Mai7 Roberts RlnehaA 

Silver Horde, The. Sex Beach. 

Silver PopPTi ^^^ Arthur Stringer. 

Qngbig Bone, The. R. Austin Freeman. 

^ttn^ng Wel^ Th« Roland Pertwatb 
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fflnltwr HulE, The; Lee Thayer, 
Sin That Wm His, The. Frank L. Packard. 
Sir or HBdam. Berta Kuck. 
Siiten-in-Law. Gertrude Atherton, 
8kr Litw of Sprtue. Edison Marshall. 
Slayer of Souls, Th& Robert W. Chamber!. 
SmQei: A Roio of the Cnmberlaada. Eliot H. Roblncon. 
Snowdrift. James B. Hendryx. 
Snowshoe Trail, The. Edison Marshall. 
Son of Hia Fuher, The. Ridgwell Cullum. 
Son of Tanan, The. Edgar Rice Burraug;hs. 
Sonb for Salo. Rnpert Hughes. (Photoplay Ed.). 
Speckled Bird, A. Augnsu Evans Wilson. 
Spirit of die Border, The. Zane Grey. (New Edition), 
Spirit-of-Iroo. Harwood Steele. 
Spoilers, The. Rex Beach. (Photoplay Ed.). 
Spoilers oi the Valley, The^ Robert Watson. 
^ar Dust Fannie Hurst 

Steele of die Royal Iffounted. Jantes Oliver Curwood. 
Step on the Stair, The; Anna Katherine Green. 
Stm run. Honore Willsie. 

St«y of Poss River Ranch, Thb Rid^well Cullum, 
Story of Harco, The. Eleanor H. Porter. 
' Strange Case of Cavendish, The. Randall Parrish. 
Strawberry Acres. Grace S. Richmond. 
Strength of the Pines, The. Edison Marshall 
Subcorsdons Courtship. The. Berta Ruck. 
Substitute Millionaire, Thei Hulbert Footner. 
Sudden Jim. Clarence B. Kelland. 
Sweeftearts Unmet. Berta Ruck. 
Sweet Stranger, Berta Ruck. 
Tales of Chinatown. Sax Rohmer. 
Tales of Secret Egypt Sax Rohmer. 
Tales of Sherlock Holmes, A. Conan Doyle. 
Talkers, The, Robert W. Chambers. 
Talisman, The. Sir Walter Scott (Phott^lay Ed.). Screened 

as Richard the Lion Hearted. 
Taming of Zenas Heniy, The. Sara Ware Basset: 
Tamn of the Apes. Edgar Rice Burroughs. 
Tarsan and the Jewels of Opar. Edgar Rice Burroughs. 
Tattooed Arm, The. Isabel Ostrander. 
T*impting of Tavemake, Thei E. Phillips Oppenhetm. 
Teas of the D^rbervilles. Thomas Hardy. (Photoplay Ed.). 
Tax, Clarence £. Mulford. 
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kS INITIAL FINE OF 35 OENTS 

WILL BK AMESSED FOR FAILURE TO RETURN 
THI« ROOK ON THE DATE DUE. THE FENAkTY 
WILL INCREASE TO BO CENTR OH THE FOURTH 
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